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"No  wonder  you  hear  so 
many  folks  rave  abouf 
fhese  new  Fords.  Any  car 
that  looks  and  rides  as 
fine  as  fhis  .  .  .  and  also 
drives  so  easy. . ,  deserves 
all  the  raves  it's  getting!" 


NOT  JUST  MORE  FOR  YOUR  MONEY... BUT  MORE  WHERE  IT  COUNTS  MOST! 


85  H.P.  8-CYLINDER  PERFORMANCE-8  cylinders 
for  smoothness — small  cylinders  for  economy! 

FINGER-TIP  GEARSHIFT  ON  STEERING  POST— 

Standard  at  no  extra  cost! 

123"  SPRINGBASE— Plus  new,  softer  springs,  im- 
proved shock  absorbers! 

FULL  TORQUE-TUBE  DRIVE— For  roadability  and 
easy  riding! 


BIGGEST  HYDRAULIC  BRAKES  ever  used  on  a 
low-priced  car! 

FREE  ACTION  ON  ALL  4  WHEELS-Easier  riding 
on  rough  roads! 

EXTRA  LARGE  BATTERY-Quick  starts,  long  life! 

NEW  FRONT  WINDOW  VENTILATION  CONTROL 

— Greater  all-weather  comfort! 

NEW  SEALED-BEAM  HEADLAMPS— At  least  50% 
brighter  for  safer  night  driving! 

STYLE  LEADERSHIP-Rich,  roomy  interiors! 


Different  from  any  low-priced  car  you've  ever  seen! 


L.  W.   SHANESY 

1624  CHICAGO  AVE..  EVANSTON.  ILL. 


YOU  SAID  IT 


One  Man's   Opinion 

You  can  talk  about  the  fun 

And  about  the  things  you've  done 
When  you've  dated  pretty  girls   on   this 

old  earth; 

But  I'll  sit  back  and  smile 

For  I  know  that  all  the  while 
You  never,  never  get  your  money's  worth. 

You  can  brag  about  the  time 

That  you  only  spent  a  dime 
When   you   took   your    current   flame    on 

that  last  date; 

But  in  spite  of  what  you  say 

You  will  find  it  doesn't  pay 
And    she'll   sock   you    double    hard    next 

time — just  wait! 

She  may  talk  a  lovin'  lingo 

But  in  the  end,  by  Jingo! 
You'll  find  that  you've  been  taken  for  a 

ride; 

For  you'll  find  out  by  and  by 

She's  unfaithful  on  the  sly 
And  is  playing  other  suckers  on  the  side. 

Although  Lord  knows  you  need  it. 

You  probably  won't  heed  it; 
None  the  less  I  will  give  you  this  advice: 

Do  not  be  a  dater 

But  be  a  woman-hater 
Mark  my  word,  they  are  never  worth  the 

price. 

— Marster  Dick  Wherry 


Dear  Editors:  Comes  spring  and  with 
it  we  expect  big  things  of  your  publica- 
tion. To  wit,  the  "Dilly  Northwestern" 
as  in  the  April  issue  last  year.  There 
WILL  be  one,  won't  there? 

The  "Daily"  Staff 

P.S.  But  no  more  covers  like  last 
April's,  please! 

Ed.  note:  From  the  looks  of  our  mail- 
box, you're  not  the  only  one.  It  looks 
like  we'll  have  to  yield  to  popular  de- 
mand. What  do  some  of  our  other 
readers  think? 


Dear  Sir:  I  beg  you  to  be  so  kind  as  to 
send  the  last  two  numbers   of  your  Re- 
view to  the  address  following: 
Tudomanyegyetemi  Konyvtar 
(University  Library) 
BUDAPEST   (Hungary) 
Dr.  I.  Pasteiner 
General  Director  of  the  Univer- 
sity Library 
Ed.  note:    This  is  authentic. 


COVER 


Anticipating  the  annual  Waa-Mu 
show,  Lois  Low,  Frank  Cowles, 
Dick  Grest  and  Shirley  James  pose 
as  they  will  appear  in  "Here's 
Your  Party!" 


THE   CO]\TI]\E]\TAL    ROOM 

IS  PLEASED  TO  ANNOUNCE  THE  RETURN 
ENGAGEMENT  OF 

(by  popular  request) 

GRIFF    WILLIAMS 

AND  HIS  ORCHESTRA 

featuring 
BUDDY  MORENO  —  WALTER  KING  —  BOB  KIRK 

DINNER  AND   SUPPER  DANCING 
"Search  for  Talent"  Auditions  Every  Friday  Night 

THE    STEVEWS 

7TH  AND  MICHIGAN 


BEGINNING  MARCH  If  THE  PALMER  HOUSE 

HAS  THE  DISTINCTIVE  HONOR  OF  PRESENTING  THE  MUSIC  OF 

HAL.  KEMP 

a^  HIS  ORCHESTRA 


AND  THE  SENSflTIOHAL,  THRILLING, 
DARING  AND  EXCITING  SPECTACLE 


TIGER  CAGE 

WITH    THE 

]2   TERRIFIC    TIGRESSES 

ALL    CAGED    ON    THE    FLOOR 
AND 

THE   GREATEST  FLOOR  SHOW   EVER 

INCLUDING  THE  MASTERFUL  DANCING  OF  INTERNATIONALLY  FAMED 

GEORGE  TAPPS 

-AND  THESE  STARS: 

THE  SMOOTHIES  •  BOB   ALLEN  •  JANET  BLAIR  •  JACK   LE  MAIRE 

ROY  BENSON  •  ROY  DAVIS  •  PHIL  DOOLEY  AND  HIS  WALTZ  BAND 

THE   ABBOTT  INTERNATIONAL   DANCERS 


'/Ae  ^a^Houd  PALMER  HOUSE 

EMPIRE  ROOM 


MARCH,    194  0 


THINGS  TO  DO 


March  20— Happy  Easter,  Egg!  Eas- 
ter recess  begins  this  P.M.  Allow 
five  minutes  between  last  class  and 
train  time. 

March  24 — A  hat  on  the  head  is  worth 
two  in  a  window!  See  'ya  in  Church. 

March  26 — College  resumes  at  8:30 
A.M.  Try  to  tear  yourself  away  in 
time  to  make  at  least  one  class. 

March  29 — Anchors  aweigh,  gals ! ! ! 
The  Navy  Battalion  Ball.  Honors 
and  stuff. 

March  29-30— Here  we  give  you  a 
choice.  Choose  by  consulting  the 
stars,  a  swami,  a  crystal-gazer,  or 
the  weather  bureau.  The  NCAA 
Wrestling^  Matches  will  be  run  off 
at  Urbana,  Illinois,  and  the  Na- 
tional Inter-collegiate  Swimming 
Meet  wiU  be  held  at  New  Haven. 
N.U.  will  be  represented  by  teams 
at  both  meets. 

March  30— The  Delta  Gamma  Night 
Club  at  the  Merchandise  Mart  with 
the  Colonial  Club  Orchestra  and  a 
sparkling,  stupendous,  scintillat- 
ing, distinctive,  glorious  glittering, 
brilliant,  radiant,  in  fact,  a  pretty 
darned  good  floor  show. 

April  6 — Shi-Ai  Bat.  As  per  annually, 
SHE  does  the  asking. 

April  6 — Baseball  with  Notre  Dame 
at  South  Bend.  Can  they  swing  the 
bat  as  well  as  they  sling  the  bull? 
Our  boys  will  soon  find  out. 


April  16-20 — Waa-Mu's  "Here's  Your 
Party,"  with  merriment  for  you 
and  you  and  you. 

April  20— The  Pellet  Pushers  from 
University  of  Detroit  will  come  to 
Evanston  and  contend  with  the 
Northwestern  Nugget  Knockers  in 
a  golf  tournament. 

April  26 — Tennis  with  Marquette  in 
Evanston. 
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We've  pretty  nearly  managed  to  keep 
the  mascot,  Crosley  Pete,  under 
control,  but  psychic  premonitions  of 
spring  got  the  better  of  him  the 
other  evening,  and  he  went  calling 
in  the  South  Quads.  He  seemed  to 
forget  all  of  his  careful  training  and 
made  a  spectacle  of  himself  on  the 
D.G.  front  porch.  Stationing  him- 
self squarely  in  the  doorway,  he  re- 
fused to  budge  until  he  had  snagged 
a  coke  date.  The  trick  worked  and 
a  few  obliging  coeds  succumbed. 
Away  Pete  tooted,  so  excited  he  al- 
most plunged  into  a  corsetiere's 
shop-window.  Tsk,  tsk,  C.P.  —  and 
we  brung  you  up  to  be  a  gentleman! 

The  month  of  birthdays  is  past, 
and  besides  stuffing  us  with  cake  and 
making  us  hoarse  sing  -  songing 
"Happy  Birthday,"  it  brought  the 
best  joke  of  the  month.  The  publicity 
department,  ever  opportunity-mind- 
ed, saw  the  possibilities  of  a  release 
on  students  celebrating  February 
29th.  They  thumbed  the  files  eager- 
ly, but  in  vain.  People  just  weren't 
considerate  about  being  born  on  the 
29th.  There  were  two  that  arrived  late 
February  28,  but  that  wasn't  quite 
cricket. 

Finally,  up  turned  a  card  with 
"Birthday  ...  February  29"  in  the 
proper  corner.  Aha — the  only  leap- 
year  student  at  N.U. — a  nice  news 
angle!  So  the  publicity  department 
began     their     search     for     Edward 


Jukes,  Beta  pledge.  He  hails 
^      from   Walla-Walla    (acording 
to   the    card),    his    father's 
name    is    Hector  —  business, 
collecting    garbage.    Edward 
is  a  junior,  was  born  in  1926,  his  main 
interest  is  "women  and  flycatching." 
With  this  slight  evidence,  the  sleuths 
tried  to  locate  Edward.     But  some- 
how, probably  due  to  his  inordinate 
activity    in   the    psychology    depart- 
ment, Edward  was  unobligingly  un- 
apparent.    The  publicity  department 
is  beginning  to  be  suspicious   about 
the  whole  thing. 


We  must  pause  a  moment  to  bow 
our  heads  in  silent  prayer.  Two  old 
friends  have  departed  from  our 
midst.  We  have  met  them  at  least 
every  other  day  during  our  long  stay 
here,  and  through  thick  and  thin, 
storm  and  sunshine,  they  have  stood 
by  us.  Patrons  to  our  trysts,  and 
confidante  to  our  connivings,  they 
have  never  failed  us  at  a  meeting 
spot.  But  "Rosie"  and  "Joe"  fin- 
ally decided  things  couldn't  go  on 
as  they  were,  and  retired  from  the 
public  eye.  Two  empty  pedestals  in 
front  of  Patten  gym  are  all  that  re- 
main of  a  very  lovely  friendship. 
However,  it  is  rumored  that  the  two 
have  set  up  housekeeping  on  the  new 
gym  site  and  will  be  at  home  for 
calling  in  the  spring. 

Comes  bud-time,  and  shower-time, 
comes  time  for  Professor  Schilpp  to 
dust  off  his  favorite  spring  crack: 
"In  spring,  a  young  man's  fancy 
turns  to  what  the  girls  have  been 
thinking  about  all  winter." 

One  or  two  of  the  lads,  feeling  a  bit 
frisky  on  a  late  Tuesday  eve  (circa 
1:30  a.m.)  decided  to  call  on  the 
South  Quads.  The  air  was  crisp,  and 
the  snow  was  soft.  As  they  passed  the 
houses,  and  gazed  up  at  the  darkened 
windows,  one  Romeo  was  suddenly 
overcome  with  the  impulse  to  awak- 
en his  Juliet,  and  he  aimed  a  well- 
packed   snowball   at  her  window.   It 


smacked  the  wall.  Once  again  he 
tried  with  the  help  of  his  brother. 
Suddenly  six  curtains  were  cautious- 
ly pulled  back  in  six  windows,  and 
six  feminine  hopefuls  hoarsely  whis- 
pered. "Who  is  it?" 

.  .  .  Hope  springs  eternal  .  .  . 

We  don't  feel  quite  so  bad  about 
our  monetary  mishaps,  since  we 
heard  that  "Honest  Ben"  Franklin 
was  constantly  overdrawn  at  his 
bank.  We're  not  sure,  however, 
whether  we'll  be  remembered  as 
"Poor  Richard,"  or  "Sponger  Sam." 

"Life-is-like-that-Department." 
Calloused  fraternity  men  walked 
brusquely  by  the  little  figure,  lying 
so  quietly  alongside  the  curb.  Chev- 
rolets  and  Packards  and  Plymouths 
whizzed  by,  heedless  of  the  damage 
that  one  of  their  number  had  done. 

A  little  old  man  on  a  creaky  bi- 
cycle pumped  his  way  up  to  the 
crumpled  heap,  and  stopped.  He  bent 
his  head  down  to  the  dead  dog  to 
listen  to  its  heart,  and  then  rev- 
erently removed  his  cap.  He  straight- 
with  a  touch  of  Pagliacci,  volun- 
teered, "Yes,  boys,  that's  life  for 
you.  One  minute  you're  alive,  and 
the  next  minute  you're  dead."  With 
that  he  clapped  his  hat  on  again, 
hoisted  himself  on  his  bike,  and 
pedaled  away. 

Here's  one  that  makes  the  most 
fantastic  plots  of  the  Bard  of  Avon 
look  pale  by  comparison.  One  of  the 
more  prominent  males  had  made  a 
date  with  one  of  the  campus  queens, 
the  event  to  take  place  after  his 
evening  class.  Since  she  was  a  lady 
AND  a  scholar,  she  spent  the  pre- 
ceding hour  in  the  library,  leaving 
a  message  at  her  sorority  house  that 
if  a  man  called  for  her,  to  hold  him. 

When  the  lad  arrived  he  was  in- 
formed that  our  heroine  was  expect- 
ing a  caller  and  so  he  departed, 
leaving  a  note  explaining  that  he 
Continued   on  page   31 
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And  so  once  again  another  campaign  is 
coming  up.  And  frankly,  what  with  all 
these  modern  means  of  communication, 
we  dread  it.  Yet  modern  communication 
is  certainly  wonderful.  Just  to  think  that 
within  twenty-four  hours  we  can  learn 
who  divorced  who  in  Hollywood  or  just 
who  made  a  damn  fool  of  himself  in 
New  York. 

The  Republicans,  o/  course,  will  be 
claiming  what  a  horrible  mess  the  coun- 
try is  in.  Look  at  the  railroad  situation 
for  example.  The  only  thing  that  keeps 
the  railroads  going  from  one  year  to  an- 
other is  the  Notre  Dame  football  schedule. 

Then  too,  the  Republicans  claim  that 
it  hurts  the  poor  to  live  at  the  expense 
of  others.  Yet  we  faU  to  see  how  it  has 
hurt  the  rich. 

Yes,  our  whole  economic  problem  re- 
solves itself  into  the  problem  of  the  bald 
man  with  a  beard.  It's  not  a  matter  of 
production    but   of   distribution, 

8  houses  initate 

during  weekend — Daily  N 

Personally,  we've  never  initated.   But  it 
sounds  nasty  to  us. 

We  see  where  a  couple  of  boys  were 
arrested  for  shooting  guns  out  onto  the 
Atlantic  Ocean.  And  a  good  thing  too. 
They  might  well  have  hit  some  incoming 
British  lecturers. 

The  good  oV  British.  The  other  day  a 
dime  arrived  at  the  White  House.  Wo 
one  knew  whether  it  was  a  belated  con- 
tribution to  the  Paralysis  Fund  or  a  pay- 
ment on  the  war  debt. 

Finn  Soldier  Here 

Reveals  Need  of  Arms — Daily  News 

Venus  did  all  right — Medley 

Yes,  but  a  million  Russians  never  chased 
her. 

What  gripes  us  is  these  guys  who  go 
around  reassuring  us  that  if  we  think 
things  are  so  bad  now,  they're  really 
rosy  compared  to  other  periods  in  his- 
tory. Sure,  it's  so  quiet  now  you  can  hear 
a  bomb  drop. 

The  war  has  really  affected  this  country 
in  more  ways  than  people  think.  For  one 
thing  it  has  made  radicals  out  of  a  lot  of 
people.  A  radical,  according  to  a  tacit 
definition  of  a  Republican,  is  one  who 
demands  a  five  per  cent  wage  increase 
to  meet  a  ten  per  cent  rise  in  living  costs. 

Pastor  to  Speak  on 

Flies  Here  From  South — Daily  N 

Ah,  for  the  intellectual  things! 


Does  Your  Printed 
Advertising  Travel  in 

SEVE.X 
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Call 
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527  Dempster  St.,  Evanston 


Bowling 

Special  student 
rates  —  Men. 
thru  Fri.  'til  6. 
Sat.  'til  1  —  15c. 
All  other  times 
—25c. 


Carter  McDonald 
Manager 

Red  Crown  Recreation 


LOUIS  PHILIPPE 
LIPSTICKS 

89c 
HOOS' 

DRUG  STORE 

SHERMAN  and  CLARK 
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Kind  to  Ani-mules 

Only  a  few  days  after  he  started  on 
a  new  job,  the  lucky  youth  announced 
he  was  quitting. 

"Shucks,  'tisn't  the  wages,"  he  ex- 
plained to  the  foreman.  "It's  just  that 
I  can't  help  having  a  guilty  con- 
science all  the  time  I'm  working." 

"What  for?"  asked  the  amazed 
foreman. 

"I'm  all  the  time  worrying  about 
how  I'm  cheating  a  big  strong  mule 
out  of  a  job." 


Primer  hombre:  "Quien  era  la  se- 
norita  con-quien  yo  te  vi  anoche? 

Segundo  hombre:  "Ella  no  era  una 
senorita — ella  era  mi  esposa." 


Hotel  Clerk — "Why,  how  did  you 
get  here?" 

Hard  Egg — "I  just  blew  in  from 
Montana  with  a  bunch  of  cattle." 

H.C. — "Well,  where  are  the  rest 
of  them?" 

H.E. — "Down  at  the  stockyards. 
I  ain't  as  particular  as  they  are." 


We'll  have  to  rehearse  that,  said 
the  undertaker  as  the  coffin  fell  out 
of  the  car. 
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PLINER   and    EARLES' 
ORCHESTRA 

Songs  by...  GLORIA   HART 

FEATURING  SOPHISTICATED  ENTERTAINMENT 
)URING  DINNER  AND  SUPPER 
AMERICA'S  ONLY  COPPER 
DANCE  FLOOR 


DANCING  NIGHTLY 
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^%^fi 


Serveit 


OH 
Daily 


TheSlachstone 


INTERSTATE   CLASS   HOUSE 


Lincoln 

and  Toiihy 

Avenues 


A  Smart  North  Shore  Restaurant 


Delicious    Food    at    Student 

Prices  .  .  .  Dancing  .  .  .  Ultra 

Modern  Atmosphere  .  .  .  and 

Distinctive  Cocktail  Bar 

AMPLE   PARKING 


Heartily 

Endorsed  by 

'\   Discriminating 

TSorthwestern 

Collegians 


^eaturina    BILL    BeNNeTT    i  lationattu  ^\nown  Kyraanisi 
with  FIFI,  Song  Stylist   .    .   .    Entertaining  Nightly  6  p.m.  to  2  a.m.,  except  Monday 


MARCH  ,    1  940 
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a  telephone,  a  weak-willed  roommate  .  . . 
no  wonder  it  was 


THE  PIAGUE  YEAR 


It  was  a  remarkable  year.  Utterly 
incredible.  And  the  most  unusual 
thing  about  it  was  that  in  all  the 
seniority  which  smoothed  over 
memories  of  disturbing  underclass 
experiences,  I  couldn't  quite  put  the 
cooling  system  on  that  one  year. 

How  I  happened  to  get  Janie  for 
a  roommate  I  don't  know.  It  was 
probably  one  of  those  tricks  of  Fate 
which  give  her  such  an  unflattering 
reputation.  Anyway,  I  had  Janie, 
sort  of  like  a  case  of  the  measles  or 
something. 

Not  that  Janie  was  an  unpleasant 
person  to  live  with.  She  wasn't  at 
all.  She  was  simply  one  of  those  all- 
absorbing  influences  that  descend 
like  a  minor  tornado  and  tumble 
calm,  ordinary  people  into  a  Revolu- 
tionary Era  from  which  they  emerge 
parting  their  hair  on  the  left  side 
after  they've  been  parting  it  in  the 
middle  all  their  lives. 

Janie  was  the  kind  of  fem  that  col- 
legiate-crazed photographers  are  al- 
ways chasing.  In  a  droopy  sweater 
and  saddle  shoes,  she  looked  like 
Fifth  Avenue  and  The  American 
Coed  incarnate.  All  she  had  to  do 
was  bat  an  eyelash  and  the  men 
flocked  in  like  the  Israelites  follow- 
ing Moses.  And  she  had  long  eye- 
lashes. 

I  always  had  to  study  in  the  li- 
brary;  if  I  stayed  home,   all  I  ever 


by  portia  mc  ciain 


did  was  answer  her  phone  calls. 
Even  this  wasn't  so  bad  as  long  as 
"Sorry,  she's  not  in"  was  sufficient. 
But  after  they  had  called  dozens  of 
times  and  found  only  me  on  the  re- 
ceiving end,  they  would  begin  the 
as  -  brother  -  to  -  sister-won't-you-help- 
me  act.  After  a  few  sob-sessions 
over  the  wires,  I  began  feeling  like 
an  institution.  I  hung  an  Advice  to 
the  Lovelorn  sign  above  the  phone 
booth,  assumed  a  martyred  tone  and 
practiced  the  sympathetic  tremolo  of 
a  professional  mourner. 

Then  one  day  Janie  came  breezing 
in.  Janie  always  breezed;  she  never 
perambulated  in  the  ordinary  man- 
ner. 

"Roomie,"  she  shrieked.  "Roomie" 
always  made  me  feel  like  ye  olde 
carpetbag  or  what  my  trunk  wasn't. 
"Roomie,  loo-ok!"  She  stared  in 
ecstasy  at  the  ceiling  as  she  let  her 
coat  slide  to  the  floor.  And  there  it 
was,   pinned  on  her  sweater. 

"Not  Janie!"  I  gasped. 

"I-uh-took  Jack's  fraternity  pin," 
she  said  half  way  between  a  gurgle 
and  a  gasp. 

"Yes,"  I  said,  "I  see."  For  a  mo- 
ment I  just  stood  there  looking  stu- 


pid. "Not  Janie!"  kept  doing  tail- 
spins  in  my  mind.  Then  suddenly, 
something  inside  of  me  began  feeling 
warm.  I  was  returning  to  conscious- 
ness. Janie  had  a  fraternity  pin.  I 
could  see  it.  It  was  there,  on  her 
sweater,  gold,  shiny,  and — secure! 
The  warm  internal  something  blos- 
somed into  a  full-blown  grin.  What 
a  relief!  No  more  millions  of  men. 
No  more  answering  phones.  No  more 
lovesick  swains  dripping  over  the 
wires.    No  more — 

"Oh,  Janie,  I  think  it's  wonderful," 
I  said. 

It  was  wonderful.  For  a  whole 
week  Janie  was  busy  letting  the  tele- 
phone world  know  about  it.  I  took 
down  the  Advice  to  the  Lovelorn  sign 
and  took  up  study  quarters  at  my 
own  desk.  Jack  called  frequently, 
but  Janie  was  usually  in  at  the  time. 

Then  came  spring  and  with  it 
spring  training — plus  numerous  com- 
plications. Jack  was  busy.  Janie 
wasn't.  Janie  got  restless.  Nothing, 
however,  would  have  come  of  it  if 
Bell   hadn't   invented   the   telephone. 

All  was  peace  and  quiet  in  our  new 
little  heaven  one  night,  when  the 
telephone  rang.   Janie  jumped  for  it. 

"Jack,"  she  said.  "At  long  last." 

But  it  wasn't.  And  the  next  night, 
it  wasn't  Jack  either.  This  went  on 
for  about  a  week.    Then  Janie  weak- 
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ened.  All  along  I'd  had  a  subcon- 
scious feeling  that  it  wouldn't  last. 
Peace  and  quiet  can't  go  on  indefi- 
nitely. Not  with  a  roommate  like 
Janie. 

Buckets  of  tearful  pleading  couldn't 
keep  her  home.    So  she  went. 

Spring  training  continued  and  so 
did  Janie.  Every  time  the  phone 
rang,  I  expected  to  hear  a  minor 
revolution  break  forth  from  an  en- 
lightened Jack.  But  nothing  hap- 
pened, and  Janie  kept  on  going. 

Then  one  night  Janie  didn't  breeze 
in  as  usual.  She  walked.  Slowly. 
There  was  kind  of  a  funny  expres- 
sion on  her  face. 

"Pat,"  she  said.  I  nearly  fell  off 
the  chair.  That  was  the  first  time 
she  had  called  me  by  my  real  name 
for  ages. 

"Pat,  I've  done  it.  I've  got  Bob's 
pin,  too."  The  "too"  ended  in  a  long 
what-do-I-do-now  wail. 

I  just  stared.  It  seems  that  I  spent 
most  of  my  time  just  staring  at 
Janie. 

"Honest,  Pat,"  she  sat  down  on 
the  bed,  bewildered.  "I  don't  know 
why  I  took  it.  I  meant  to  tell  him 
about  Jack,  and  then  he  started 
falling  for  me,  and  I  just  couldn't 
hurt  his  feelings." 

I  guess  she  expected  me  to  say 
something,  but  I  didn't.  I  just  kept 
on  staring,  while  something  inside 
started  turning  cold  again. 

"And,  Pat,  when  he  asked  me  to 
take  it,  I  couldn't  say  no.  He's  been 
so  awfully  nice,  and  I  do  like  him. 
And  Jack's  always  so  busy."  She 
trailed  off  into  something  feeble. 

It  turned  out  to  be  just  as  I  ex- 
pected. I  started  answering  phones 
again.  I  wrote  down  a  list  of  excuses 
about  all  the  innocent  places  where 
Janie  might  be.  The  library  was  the 
best,  until  both  Jack  and  Bob  began 
asking  her  to  tell  me  where  she  was 
sitting. 

Things  went  from  bad  to  worse.  I 
thought  I  had  reached  the  base  limit, 
until  Tom  came.  Tom  was  my  one 
and  only  man.  Some  unfortunate 
chance  had  put  him  in  another 
school,  but  maybe  I  should  have  been 
thankful  for  the  distance-lends-en- 
chantment  angle.  And  then  I  almost 
lost  him,  thanks  to — but  it  happened 
like  this. 

Tom  wrote  that  he  was  coming  Fri- 
day afternoon.  After  a  lengthy  chem 
lab,  I  ducked  into  my  smoothest  out- 
fit and  tore  downstairs.  Fate  again 
did  Her  darndest  and  I  bumped  right 


into  the  midst  of  a  Janie  vs.  Bob  act. 

"Hi-yah,  Roomie,"  caroled  Bob 
heartily. 

I  got  that  carpet-bag  feeling  and 
gulped  a  sickly  "Hello,"  trying  to 
dodge  by. 

"How  simply  smooth  you  look, 
Pat!"  Janie  persisted.  "Oh,  Tom's 
coming  this  afternoon,  isn't  he?  How 
too  wonderful ! ' ' 

"1  hear  he  goes  to  a  crack  engi- 
neering school,"  said  Bob.  "I'd  like 
to  meet  him,  Pat." 

I  mumbled  something  about  how 
nice  it  would  be. 

Then  I  saw  Jack.  He  was  leaning 
over  the  call  desk.  Janie  saw  him, 
too.  She  looked  like  the  last  virgin 
meeting  Caesar  Borgia.  She  grab- 
bed at  Bob's  Chi  Phi  pin  which  she 
was  wearing  and  let  out  a  muddled 
something  about  having  to  go  and 
shoved  him  toward  the  door. 

I  saw  Jack  turn  and  speak  to  Bob 
as  he  went  out.  Then  Jack  saw  Janie 
and  started  toward  her. 

She  had  frantically  ripped  the  pin 
off,  taking  a  slight  chunk  of  her 
sweater  with  it,  and  everything 
would  have  been  all  right  if  she 
hadn't  dropped  it.  But  she  did.  It 
rolled  neatly  down  the  waxed  floor 
and  stopped  directly  in  front  of  Jack. 

He  stooped  and  picked  it  up.  A 
sort  of  what's-going-on-here  expres- 
sion came  over  his  face.  He  looked 
from  the  pin  to  Janie  and  from  Janie 
to  the  pin.    Then  Janie  woke  up. 

"Oh,  Ja-ack!"  she  shrieked.  "You 
weren't  supposed  to  know.  We've 
been  keeping  it  a  secret  for  just  ages. 
I  kept  telling  Pat  and  Bob  that  little 
pussies  don't  stay  in  bags,  but  they 
thought  they'd  keep  it  a  big  secret." 
She  grabbed  the  pin  out  of  Jack's 
hand  and  planted  it  on  me. 

"There,"  she  gushed,  "that's  that. 
You  might  as  well  let  the  whole 
world  know,  Pat,  that  Bob  Graham 
thinks  you're  the  most  wonderful 
thing  on  wheels!" 

Jack  stood  there  looking  bewil- 
dered, and  Janie  beamed  benignly. 
I  just  stood.  My  knees  suddenly  be- 
gan wobbling.  I  managed  something 
resembling  the  smile  of  a  poor  soul 
whose  mother-in-law  had  just 
dropped  in  to  spend  the  decade. 

"I  guess  congratulations  are  in  or- 
der, old  girl,"  said  Jack,  coming  to. 
I  gave  him  a  fishy  handshake.  Frank- 
ly I  didn't  think  the  world  particu- 
larly cared  whether  I  was  a  wonder 
on   wheels    or   not;    and   I   was   just 


about  to  expound  on  the  subject  and 
the  advantage  of  keeping  secrets, 
when  in  came  Fate — and  Tom. 

The  sinking  of  a  Titanic  couldn't 
have  given  Fate  more  satisfaction 
than  I  did  at  the  moment  I  looked 
over  Jack's  shoulder  and  saw  him. 
The  expression  on  my  face  made 
Jack  stop  pumping  and  turn  around. 
Nobody  said  anything  for  quite  some 
time. 

Then  Tom  said,  "Hullo,"  and  I 
said  "Hullo,"  and  Janie  said  "Hul- 
lo," and  Jack  said,  "Hello,  you  must 
be  Tom,"  and  Tom  said,  "Pleased 
to  meetcha."  And  then  came  another 
Era  of  Silence. 

Finally  Tom  said  in  a  let-us-have- 
a  -  moment  -  of  -  silent-prayer-for-the  - 
departed  voice,  "Congratulations, 
Pat.  Graham,  is  it?  Nice  guy.  Knew 
him  at  camp.  Much  luck  and  stuff." 

I  wanted  to  cry.  I  wanted  to  weep 
big,  splashy  tears  all  over  the  place. 
I  wanted  to  let  out  a  long,  soulful, 
Janie-like  wail  after  Tom.  But  in- 
stead I  just  stood  there,  watching 
his  back  go  slowly  toward  the  door. 
Continued   on  page   31 
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It  is  not  unusual  for  a  man  to  join 
the  German  army.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  several  million  men  may  readi- 
ly be  identified  with  this  organiza- 
tion. Nor  can  the  passing  of  a 
janitor  in  Deering  library  be  termed 
an  extraordinary  phenomena. 

However,  to  find  a  janitor  in  the 
library  who  was  once  a  member  of 
the  "Paris  or  Bust"  group  is  to  find 
the  makings  of  a  story.  So,  with  this 
in  mind,  the  other  day  we  went  over 
to  the  library  and  lit  a  cigarette. 
After  weeding  out  Max  from  his  five 
colleagues  of  threatening  demeanor, 
we  got  down  to  the  interview. 

We  found,  after  five  minutes  of 
question-and-answer,  that  Max  was 
a  man  of  foresight,  for  Max  has  the 
intention  of  writing  his  memoirs  and 
thus,  while  he  desired  to  cooperate 
with  the  press,  he  had  no  intention  of 
giving   his   very   best.     But   this    we 


Bayonets  and 
Brooms 

a  s+ory  of  +he  wind,  sand,  and  stairs 

by  george  dark 

Illustrated  by  bob  cowan 


did  manage  to  wheedle  from  him  and 
it  makes  a  very  interesting  tale. 

It  seems  that  Max  was  born  in  der 
Vaterland  at  a  very  tender  age. 
Then  a  few  years  later,  just  as  every 
Englishman  has  his  British  Museum, 
every  Frenchman  his  Louvre,  every 
German  has  his  military  school.  Max 
was  no  exception.  However,  his  pur- 
pose between  goosesteps  and  gun- 
nery was  to  learn  a  profession.  Un- 
fortunately, the  Kaiser  didn't  consult 
him  in  the  matter  so  that  Max  didn't 
have  much  of  a  chance  to  develop 
one.  But  for  the  time  being  at  least 
it  mattered  little  because  the  Kaiser 
ordered  the  German  army  to  join 
Max  and  off  they  went  to  the  wars. 
It  suffices  to  say  that  the  ensuing 
three  years  did  not  constitute  a 
pleasant  experience. 

Then  came  the  day.  The  French, 
by  a  brilliant  series  of  counter-at- 
tacks in  a  certain  battle,  stemmed 
the  German  tide  and  from  then  on 
for  the  duration  of  the  war  took  the 
offensive  because  they  finally,  after 
two  years,  managed  to  get  hold  of 
Max.  This  was  known  as  the  Battle 
of  Verdun.  Foch  and  Joffre  put  their 
heads  together  and  decided  that 
Max,  for  opposing  world  democracy, 
should  be  sent  to  the  red-hot  sands 
of  French  Morocco,  there  to  purge 
his  errant  soul  with  the  white  African 
heat. 

Fortunately  or  unfortunately,  it 
all  depends  on  how  you  look  at  it. 
Max  was  not  allowed  to  commune 
with  himself  in  silent  contemplation 
of  the  sins  of  his  past  life.  Instead, 
the  French  decided  that  he  should 
fight  the  Riffs.  The  Riffs  muttered 
something  about  "carrying  the  whole 


thing  too  far"  but  there  was  really 
little  they  could  do  about  it. 

For  four  eventful  years.  Max  fought 
the  Riffs  and  the  Riffs  fought  Max. 
This  reciprocal  agreement  almost 
ended  in  tragedy  for  our  hero.  We 
quote : 

"Eight  men,  including  myself, 
went  out  of  the  fort  to  get  water. 
Since  nothing  had  happened  for  over 


a  month,  we  were  probably  a  little 
careless.  We  heard  the  'tick'  of  a 
native's  gun  and  we  all  ducked. 
From  the  dunes  in  front  of  us,  there 
came  a  volley.  All  the  men,  except 
myself,  were  killed;  I  was  saved  only 
because  I  was  the  shortest." 

(This   is   a    good   argument   to   re- 
member in  case  your  family  or  fra- 
Continued   on  page   39 
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WE  SAID  IT 


Dear  Parrot: 

Hillman's  column  is  wonderful! 

Phil  Hillman 
Dear  Editors: 

The  magazine  this  year  is  infinitely 
superior  in  every  way.  Best  job  of  college 
publications  we  have  seen.  Keep  up  the 
excellent  work. 

Jean  Arms  and 
Ed  Malott 
Dear  Parrot: 

I  just  love  your  fashion  section. 
Jean  Bartelme 
Dear  Mr.  Malott: 

We  have  now  sent  you  three  statements 
about  your  overdue  account  with  our 
establishment.  We  would  appreciate  a 
prompt  remittance  of  the  balance  due 
.  .  .  $34.50. 

Goldberg  and  Son, 
Tailors 
THE  CITY 
Grey  smoke  against  a  stormy  sky 
The  cry  of  sea  birds  and  the  low  dull 

moaning  of  the  city  street 
grim  faces,  stark  despair  ...  a  cold  wet 

wind 
A  naked  worker,*  muscles  pulsing, 

shovels  coal 
to  feed  a  moaning  flame 
Despair   is   stark   and   cobble    stones    are 

grey 
and   seabirds   moan   and   wheel    and   low 

and  dull 
the  smoke  whirls  wearily  grimly  up 
and  up  and  up  and  up  and  up  and  up 
and  stark  despair,  grim,  grey  moans 
Despair  is  stark. 

*Stripp( 
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Our  glamour  girl  this  month  is 
the  gorgeously  devastating  Iva 
Queerpan,  Nu  Nu  Nu  (pronounced 
no  no  no),  Senior  in  Engineering. 
Miss  Queerpan,  the  campus  sweet- 
heart, has  just  received  the  signal 
honor  of  being  the  only  girl  who 
has  gone  through  four  years  at 
Northwestern  University  without 
ever  being  elected  queen,  sweet- 
heart, most  popular  girl,  or  even 
outstanding  junior.  Pearls  by 
Woolworth. 
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Wife  Saver  Announces 

the  best  lines 

of  the  Month  heard 

on  the  N.  U.  Campus 

Bob   Buchanan — What   do   you   do   '  '   a  girl 

^ed  if  I  know,  what? 


WTiat  13  the  best  joke 
that  you  heard  on  th( 
campus  this  week?  Fo 
the  best  line  submittet 
each  month,  there  wil 
be  a  free  award  of  ar 
attractive  cellophane 
wrapped      assortment      of 

all    the    Life    Saver    Fla-         Qif,    MclulOsh ConfuciuS    Sa\  ^^ 

vors.       Jokes      will      be 

judged     by      the     editors  *         * 

of    this    publication 


Bev  Coffinan — ^ 
B.  S.— Well  vou 


Divight  Croessmann- 
Jack  Ryan- 
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You  know  the  Ostrich! 
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MORAL 

Everybody's  breath  offends  now  and  then.  Let  Wife  Savers  sweeten 
and    refresh    your    breath    after    eating,    drinking,    and    smoking. 
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Things  Not  to  Do 


March  21 — Here's  a  real  opportunity! 
The  University  Lecture  Series  pre- 
sents Dr.  Wolfgang  Annaneus  Von 
Glaubenspiel  from  the  University 
of  the  Union  of  South  Africa, 
P.H.D.,  B.A.,  A.B.,  C,  and  World- 
Renowned  authority  on  "The  Lit- 
tle Grouse,  Its  Friends,  Habits,  and 
Sex  Life."  The  Professor  will  be  in 
Harris  107  to  speak  on  .  .  .  and  on 
.  .  .  and  on  .  .  .  probably. 

March  21-28  —  NATIONAL  CLEAN 
UP  YOUR  MIND  WEEK  (and  this 
means  YOU). 

March  26  —  Northwestern  Varsity 
Wrestling  team  meets  Roycemore 
in  a  tough  mat  tussle  (and  if  you 
paid  any  attention  at  all  to  the 
preceding  statement  about  Nation- 
al you-know-what  week,  you  will 
find  nothing  at  all  wrong  with  this 
announcement) . 

March  30 — Not  a  darn  thing.  Why 
don't  you  stay  at  home  and  rest 
for  a  change  instead  of  always 
rushing  around  like  mad?  What's 
the  matter  with  you  anyway? 


April  1-3 — Nervous?  Don't  forget  the 
St.  Vitus  Conference,  with  its  in- 
spiring leaders,  inspiring  confer- 
ences, inspiring  setting,  and  no 
end  of  inspiration. 
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ARTICLES 

IS  NORTHWESTERN  GOING  TO  THE  DOGS? Dave  Neckberg     27 

And  he  should  know. 

ARE  THE  DOGS  GOING  TO  NORTHWESTERN? Dave  Neckberg     27 

Don't  answer  this  question. 

WHAT'S  WRONG  WITH  THE  CROCHET  TEAM? Coach     27 

Another  Ostrich  scoop. 

A  DAY  AMONG  THE  GIRL  SCOUTS B.  Taylor     27 

From  one  who  has  had  extensive  experience  in  scouting  for  girls. 

STORIES 

THE  BOBSEY  TWINS  AT  ALCATRAZ Spike  Bobsey     27 

Follow  our  little  scamps  to  the  jug. 

SEX    See  Freud     27 

As  told  to  Maul  Puldoon. 

THE  OLD  CURIOSITY  SHOP Charles  Dickens     27 

Or  "Have  You  Ever  Taken  a  Good  Look  at  the  Parrot  Office?" 

EERIE  IDLINGS  IN  ENGLAND.  A  TRAVELOGUE Prof.  Ergon  Bevons     27 

Have  you  heard  about  Byron? 

DEPARTMENTS 

MEN'S  WEARING  APPAREL First  Floor     27 

POLICE    See  Dick  Grest     27 

Or  "Dick's  Life  Among  the  Dicks." 


Stuff 


Ed  Malodorous,  Editor-in-Chief 


Rusty  Gate 
Business  Manager 
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PURPLE    PARROT 


OSTRICH  EYE  VIEW 


WE  WERE  WALKING  down  Sheri- 
dan Road  the  other  day,  sniffing  the 
first  imagined  breaths  of  spring  when 
we  noticed  a  long  black  car  drive  up 
alongside  Scott  Hall.  A  shortish  fel- 
low jumped  out,  looked  around  care- 
fully and  running  up  to  the  building, 
threw  a  smoking  black  something 
into  its  recesses.  Not  wishing  to  seem 
overcurious,  we  crossed  to  the  other 
side  of  the  street.  Suddenly  we  heard 
a  largish  noise  and  glancing  over  our 
shoulder  saw  Scott  Hall  crumble  to 
the  ground.  Somehow  we  can't  help 
but  be  suspicious  about  the  whole 
thing. 


We   were   walking   down    Sheridan 


Road  the  other  day,  sniffing  the  first 
imagined  breaths  of  spring  when  we 
heard  a  largish  splash.  Not  wishing 
to  seem  overcurious,  we  crossed 
to  the  other  side  of  the  street.  While 
doing  so  we  experienced  a  curious 
sensation,  a  sort  of  giddyness.  Sud- 
denly it  occured  to  us  that  our  hat 
was  floating  away.  Reaching  for  it 
with  one  hand  we  dodged  a  couple 
of  mermaids  with  the  other  and 
simultaneously  shook  enough  water 
out  of  our  ears  to  hear  a  passing 
workman  yell  "Get  out  of  the  pool, 
you  tool!"  Muttering  "So  we  ain't 
neat!"  we  trudged  away,  cursing  the 
authorities  that  moved  that  damp  old 
pool  from  Patten  up  to  the  new  site 
between  classes. 


BElllCOSENESS 


NOW  THAT  THE  heat  of  the  election 
is  dying  down,  Ossy  directs  her  all-see- 
ing eyes  toward  the  dastardly  mess  that 
was  the  pre-election  campaign.  Every- 
thing started  out  fine.  AU  house  leaders 
signed  scrolls  at  the  instigation  of  the 
Dilly,  promising  that  no  coalitions  would 
be  formed.  The  scrolls  were  then  made 
into  a  beautiful  flag  that  was  flown  from 
the  staff  from  sunup  to  sundown  the  en- 
tire week  preceding  the  election. 

However,  it  was  soon  learned  that 
Emacia,  the  Alpha  Diddles,  the  Diddle- 
Tum-Diddles,  the  Fhiddle  Dee  Theta's, 
Phri  Kippers,  and  the  rest  of  the  fraterni- 


Boss  Smiittydoll  gloats 
over  early  returns. 

ties  had  formed  an  anti-coalition  coalition 
to  prevent  the  Ding  Dong  Dadda's  from 
coalescing     with     anybody.      And     they 


didn't  either.  The  lineup  was  twenty 
fraternities  against  the  remaining  one. 
It  was  really  quite  a  mess.  The  final 
vote  was  Button,  2,109,  Smell,  3,765, 
SmuttydoU,  1,838,  StaUn,  2,  and  William 
Howard  Taft,  1.  Twelve  Independents 
were  also  found  in  the  ballot  box  but  no- 
body ever  counts  them  anyway.  The 
Ding:  Dong  Dadda's  complained  about 
vote-fixing  tactics  but  they're  bum 
sports. 

The  anti-coalition  coalition  had  two 
avowed  purposes.  First,  to  prevent  the 
formation  of  any  coalitions.  Second,  to 
prevent  undue  power  from  falling  into 
corrupt  hands.  They  can't  understand 
why  "Stinky"  Frinkel  should  be  so  mad 
about  the  whole  thing.  But  he  is.  Ossy 
was  not  able  to  gather  much  information 
from  the  head  men  as  they  were  busy 
preparing  instructions  to  the  Board  of 
Trustees,  but  the  following  was  learned. 

Button  is  taking  over  the  north  ward. 
Smell,  the  south  ward,  and  SmuttydoU, 
the  west  ward.  SmuttydoU  is  Minister  of 
War  and  will  head  the  local  naval  unit. 
"Buck  Tooth"  Bucolic  is  heading  the 
Propaganda  Ministry,  SmeU  is  Minister 
of  Internal  affairs,  and  Button  is  Chief 
Checker-Upper  and  head  of  the  Secret 
Police. 

The  program  to  be  undertaken  is  wide. 
The  anthropology  department  has  been 
sent  into  research  to  show  scientific 
proof  that  the  Independents  have  been 
tainting    our    social    purity.     A    pogrom 


may  be  expected  any  day.  The  keynote 
of  the  new  order  is  "Northwestern  for 
Northwesterners."  Already  the  Ding 
Dong  Dadda's,  twelve  professors,  and 
thirty  two  squirrels  have  been  liquidated. 
Aloysius  Black  and  Jock  Conical  as 
heads  of  the  Strength  Through  Joy  move- 
ment extend  an  invitation  to  all  good 
party  members  to  come  to  one  or  all  of 


Independent,  interviewed 
after  elections. 

the  formats  to  be  held  at  the  Skunk 
Room,  Brinkwater,  and  nine  other  hotels 
with  twelve  bands  in  each  room  in  each 
hotel.  $3.50  and  a  corsage  will  be  given 
to  each  one  coming.  Transportation  is 
free.  Everything's  free.  Just  get  a  pass 
from  your  district  leader.  Heil  Button! 
Heil  SmeU!  Heil  SmuttydoU! 

*PUBLICATION  OF  THE  OSTRICH  IS 
SUSPENDED  UNTIL  FURTHER  NO- 
TICE. 

A.B. 
T.S. 
K.S. 
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ARE  YOU 


IMAGIXOTIVE  V 


Do  you  want  to  have  a  keen  time? 


Well 


OssY  takes  great  pleasure  at  this 
time  in  announcing  her  contest  for 
this  year.  To  the  thirty-four  boys  and 
the  seventeen  girls  who  get  the  high- 
est number  of  votes  go  the  titles  of 
All-American  Boy  (or  girl,  as  the 
case  may  be),  for  1940  plus  a  trip  to 
the  Maginot  line  over  Easter  vaca- 
tion in  one  of  those  O  So  Comfy  Super 
Dx  bombers.  Frankly,  we  don't  give 
a  damn  how  you  get  the  votes.  Just 
get  them.  AND  THAT  MEANS  YOU! 

Just  think  of  it!  Flying  in  one  of 
those  super  dooper  bombers  over 
the  war  area  and  dropping  in  on  your 
friends.  A  chance  to  forget  your 
worries,  to  forget  your  cares,  and  to 


spend  the  weekend  seeing  how  the 
other  half  lives.  Don't  miss  the  fun 
while  it  lasts.     You  can't   afford  to 


BOYS   AND   GIRLS 
WIN  THIS  SWELL  PRIZF 


miss  it!  So  just  you  get  out  right 
now  and  start  working.  If  you  can't 
work  your  sisters,  girls,  try  working 
some  men.    But  the  point  is  WORK. 

Just  imagine  the  romance  of  it. 
Tanks  coming  at  you  from  all  sides! 
Airplanes    dropping    little    things    at 


you!  Thrill!  Youth!  Romance! 
AND  IT  WON'T  COST  YOU  A 
CENT!  You  are  the  guest  of  the 
Orange  Ostrich!  Free  meals,  trans- 
portation, expenses,  a  rifle  and  three 
hundred  rounds  of  ammunition.  And 
it's  all  on  Ossy! 

As  we  say,  the  rules  of  the  contest 
are  simple.  Merely  buy  five  ten 
year  subscriptions  to  the  Orange  Os- 
trich. Think  of  all  the  intellectual 
stimulation  awaiting  you.  Think  of 
your  new  home  that  may  need  paper- 
ing! Think  of  us!  So  you  just  get 
out  and  hustle.  Somebody  has  to 
win!  And  it  Can  be  YOU!  Show  the 
Europeans  America  hasn't  forgotten 
them.  SUBSCRIBE  NOW!  And  line 
up  your  friends.  If  they  don't  line 
you  up  first.    Against  a  wall. 


Ky^dffick- 


eerd 


■'Egg-head  O'flaherty.  One  of  our 
most  dependable  members  and 
most  brilliant  writers.  Matriculated 
at  Manteno.  After  scholastic  friction 
he  came  here.  Entirely  at  home. 
Worked  on  Northwestern  Dilly  but 
soon  got  bored  with  dull,  stupid,  anti- 
intellectual  routine.  Then  we  got 
him.  Wants  to  be  a  literary  man 
when  he  grows  up.  Alcohol  bottle 
waiting  for  him  at  Zoo  lab.  Hobby, 
dating  girls.  Not  difficult.  He  just 
opens  his  wallet  and  there  they  are. 
Hard  worker.  Working  his  way 
through  school  (Haunting  houses, 
Halloween  parties,  etc.    Special  rates 


for  ten  rooms  and  over.) 

Has  a  charming  personality  in  an 
obnoxious  sort  of  way.  Afflicted  by 
books,  D.T.'s,  and  little  green  men. 
At  present  devoting  his  time  to  a 
monumental  work  on  the  Sex  Life  of 
the  Minor  Sixteenth  Century  Poets. 
A  regular  fiend  on  the  subject.  In 
fact,  a  regular  fiend. 


"Dr.  Livingstone,  you  presume!" 


Continued  jrom  page  7 
Eschew  all  platitudinous  ponderosity. 
Let  your  extemporaneous  discant- 
ings  or  promulgations  have  veraci- 
ous vivacity  without  rhodomontade 
or  thrasonical  bombast.  Sedulously 
avoid  vaniloquent  vapidity  or  pruri- 
ent jocosity.    Gnothi  seauton. 

Continued  jrom  page  7 
his  arm  around  her. 

For  so  long  he  had  been  waiting 
for  this  moment.  For  so  long.  So 
long.  So.  He  remembered  that  day 
long  ago.  It  had  been  in  Spring  and 
the  little  birds  were  chirping  and 
even  the  waves  of  the  lake  were 
rippling  happily  in  each  other's 
arms.  How  could  be  ever  forget  that 
day?    Oh!    my. 

Continued  jrom   last  issue. 
There    isn't    much    more    to    this 
story.    Joe  died. 

Continued  jrom  page  7 
If  you  like  beautiful  clothes,  go  to 
Carson's.  If  you  like  beautiful  wom- 
en, go  to  Carson's.  If  you  like  beauty, 
go  to  Carson's.  Carsonscarsonscar- 
sonscarsonscarsonscarsons. 
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PHOTOCRIME 


1.  Principal  victim  of  a  plot  to  steal  the  tower  from  University  Hall  is  University  Hall  whose  tower  turns  up  missing.  Inspec- 
tors Hannible  Cobb  and  Oxie  McGonigal,  having  nothing  better  to  do  until  the  World's  Fair  reopens  in  the  Summer  and  booms 
their  peanut  business,  volunteer  to  solve  the  mystery.  2.  Clues  found  at  the  scene  include  a  picture  of  Cecil  B.  De  Mille,  a  blonde 
hair,  ond  a  confederate  quarter.  Following  up  these  clues,  Hannible  and  Oxie  make  an  intensive  canvass  of  the  Evanston  region, 
searching  in  vain  for  the  thief,  and  incidentally  selling  subscriptions  to  the  >lmerican  Soy.  Suspect  number  one,  the  Orrington 
doorman  only  replies,  "I'm  sure  it  wasn't  I."  3.  The  business  section  of  Evanston  is  rocked  by  a  series  of  sharp  explosions. 
Armed  to  the  teeth,  our  heroes  rush  to  center  of  the  fray.  4.  On  the  scene  our  super-sleuths  find  broken  balloons  littering  the 
streets.  From  all  sides  comes  the  heart-rending  wail  of  children  crying.  5.  "My  God  inspector,  look!"  6.  Denouement  ...  It 
is  all  a  Syllabus  publicity  stunt  engineered  by  the  fertile  brain  of  that  master  salesman,  Thad  Sneil.  Sneii  borrowed  the  tower 
(assisted  by  members  of  the  geology  department  who  wanted  fresh  air  to  weather  some  limestone)  to  puncture  children's 
balloons.  His  stooges  then  followed  up  the  sobbing  boys  and  girls  with  their  sadistic  banner.  The  scheme  of  this  1955  version 
of  Simon  Legree  was  nipped  in  the  bud,  and  T.  S.  was  condemned  to  read  five  volumes  of  the  Syllabus.  Rather  than  suffer  this 
he  swallowed  a  tumblerful  of  fly-spray  and  died  a  horrible  death. 

Photos  and  Layout  by  Jim  Bixby 
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OVERSIGHTS 

We  climbed  into  the  kiddie-car  one 
fine  slushy  evening  with  Oswald  Os- 
trich to  wearily  wend  our  weekend 
way  to  the  sweet  and  hot  spots  west 
and  elsewhere. 
SMOOTH 

For  a  scintillating  evening  with  a 
smooth  atmosphere  featuring  a 
smooth  band,  try  the  SKUNK  ROOM 
or  the  CHEZ  PEORIA.  Prices  ex- 
pensive. 
FUN 

For  a  scintillating  evening  with  a 
fun  atmosphere  featuring  a  fun  band, 
try  the  MOODY  BIBLE  INSTITUTE. 
Prices  expensive. 
UNUSUAL 

For  a  scintillating  evening  with 
an  unusual  atmosphere,  featuring  an 
unusual  band  try  the  NORTH  SHORE 
TALKING  MACHINE  COMPANY. 
Prices  expensive. 
JIVE 

For  a  scintillating  evening  with  a 
jive  atmosphere,  featuring  a  jive 
band,  try  THE  TODDLE  HOUSE. 
Prices  expensive. 
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CLOTHES  LINE 


You  want  to  know  about  CLOTHES? 
Girls  are  changeable  .  .  .  but  the 
BOYS  .  .  .  they  are  the  REAL  prob- 
lem ...  as  you  know  we  dress  for 
boys  .  .  .  now  when  you  do  that  you 
must  be  subtle  ...  be  asking  your- 
self ...  all  the  time  .  .  .  what  would 
this,  that,  and  the  other  boy  like  me 
best  in?  .  .  .  But  be  careful  .  .  .  they 


WSB^f^^^' 

^mr  fn  \ 

l\  ^— T-^ 

l\    r  / 

l\    V.v 

are  all  eyes  .  .  .  don't  sometimes  you 
wonder  whether  it  is  worth  it  all  (the 
fuss)  .  .  .  honestly  .  .  .  they  can  drive 
you  craZZZY  .  .  .  they  change  every 
season  .  .  .  and  they  almost  break 
you  .  .  .and  they  seem  to  be  getting 
awfully  expensive  ...  I  would  say 
DON'T  wear  them  .  .  .  those  stores 
don't  know  the  THINGGG!  ...  but  if 
all  the  girls  in  the  Huddle  keep  on 
with  those  hairbows  in  the  hair  let 
me  tell  YOU  .  .  .  I'd  wear  one  too 
.  .  .  throw  them  awaYYYYY  .  .  . 
your  hats  .  .  .  they're  silly  and  so  are 
those  Phi  Psis  (they're  the  ones  in 
your  classes  with  business  suits  on) 
.  .  .  why  do  they  all  wear  business 
suits  .  .  .  I'm  telling  you  .  .  .  when 
I  see  a  perfectly  good  Phi  Psi  or  col- 
lege boy  coming  down  the  street  into 
the  Huddle  with  one  of  those  things 
.  .  .  doesn't  it  make  you  wonder 
about  if  youth  is  getting  more  serious 
.  .  .  when  they  DELIBerately  SITTT 
there  in  those  booths  with  their  cokes 
.  .  .  and  then  they  show  us  how  to 
dress  .  .  .  you  know  what  I  always 
say?   .   .   . 


Continued  jrom  page  7 
kia. 

It  may  be  so 

Continued  jrom  page  7 
so!" 

"But   John!     How    could   you    say 
that?" 

"You  know  it's  true." 

"But    really    you   wouldn't   permit 
it." 

"It  is  my  duty." 

But    that    is    not    your    innermost 
thought.  You  would 

Continued  on  page  44 

Continued  from  page  7 
Gwa  ta  la.  hay  mad  tho  phont  lakille 
cuin  d'  lavia.  Bout  nouwt  twa  hymnne 
amch  gut  pour  machidille.  Es  war 
nowt  Finnegan's  Wake  thowulght 
dwad  thuyese  towa  thowuse  touwy- 
sariwghtair. 

Continued  from  page  7 
and  I  think  it  stinks. 
(Ed.  Note.    Tsk,  tsk,  such  language.) 


MARCH.    I  940 


17 


I'AMOUR,  I'AMOUR! 


L'amour,  ramour, 
ramour  .  .  . 


Jeanne  Jiivijaivi  was  a  tragic  little 
figure.  She  had  no  mother,  no  fath- 
er, no  brother,  no  sister.  No  nothing. 
Just  her  fresh,  sweet  Gallic  beauty 
and  a  great  love  for  the  handsome 
Chasseur,  Piere  Pourqoui.  Theirs 
was  a  beautiful  love,  between  this 
simple  little  maid  and  this  handsome 
soldier.  Such  love  as  was  theirs  is 
experienced  by  few  mortals.  She 
loved  him  with  the  naivity,  purity 
and  freshness  of  a  new  born  rose. 
His  passion  for  her  was  one  that 
could  be  born  only  of  nobleness  and 
of  a  great  heart.  She  loved  him.  He 
loved  her.  Quelle  amour!  L'amour 
est  la  grand  passionel  et  combien! 
(roughly  translated,  "It's  alright  if 
you  can  catch  it  in  the  first  stages.") 
And  now  they  were  to  be  married. 


Now  this  poor  tired  little  soul  would 
have  some  one  to  lean  upon  to  face 
the  buffets  of  a  cruel  storm-torn 
world!  The  marriage  day  approach- 
ed. The  culmination  of  this  Grand 
Amour.  But  Pierre  began  acting 
strangely.  Day  by  day  he  seemed 
to  grow  colder.  This  frail  little  soul, 
hurt  to  the  depth  of  her  heart,  asked 
herself,  was  he  losing  his  love  for 
her?  No.  Had  he  met  another?  No. 
Was  she  growing  old?  No.  Was  he 
growing  old?  No.  Was  it  red?  No. 
Was  it  green?  No,  no,  no!  Then 
what  was  it?  Could  it  be  the  cigars 
she  smoked?  Little  did  she  realize 
the  horrible  truth.  But  trying  to 
pass  it  off  as  a  momentary  thing,  she 
happily  awaited  her  wedding  day. 

Came  the  day.  Happily  she  went 
to  the  church  alone.  (She  had  no 
father,  no  mother,  no  brother,  etc.) 
Suddenly  she  is  found  dead.  Three 
bullets  are  discovered  put  through 
her  head.  Around  her  frail  little 
neck  is  a  fearful  cord.  Through  her 
heart  is  a  dagger.  Clearly  she  is 
dead.    One  is  mystified. 


There  is  a  little-known  section  in 
Northwestern's  administrative  de- 
partment known  as  The  Bureau  of 
Useless  Statistics.  It  is  an  outgrowth 
of  a  time-honored  American  institu- 
tion called  "Watch  the  Fords  Go 
By."  Up  until  a  few  years  ago,  this 
department  was  active  in  the  regular 
university  curriculum  with  several 
courses  including  "Counting  Things 
C99"  and  a  more  advanced  course, 
"Figuring  Up  Stuff." 

These  valuable  studies  were  dis- 
continued to  allow  the  head  of  the 
department  Professor  Lawn  (Better 
known  to  his  classes  as  "Or  is  it?") 
to  have  more  time  for  the  completion 
of  his  book  "Lists  of  Figures  in  Their 
Relation  to."  For  the  benefit  of  the 
campus  at  large  we  are  reprinting 
some  of  the  more  valuable  of  Dr. 
Lawn's  compilations. 

1.  Going  north,  there  are  approximately 
2,479  pickets  in  the  steel  fence  around 
campus  (not  counting  gates).  To  touch 
each  picket  lightly  (but  firmly)  takes 
17  minutes.  (You  skipped  one  .  .  . 
didn't  .  .  .  did  .  .  .  didn't  ...  oh  hell.*) 

2.  Taken    quantitatively,     the     Phi    Psis 


spent  in  the  year  1939  A.D.  2,789  hours 
and  43  minutes  at  the  Little  Club.  Dr. 
adds  in  a  footnote  the  figure  25  hours, 
10  minutes  which,  although  somewhat 
ambiguous,  seems  to  indicate  the  time 
in  which  the  same  Phi  Psis  were  con- 
scious of  the  fact  they  were  at  the 
Little  Club. 

3.  6,067,345%. 

4.  There  are  exactly  ten  (10)  harpsi- 
chords in  the  United  States  of  America 
including  Alaska.  (Ed.  note.  That's 
a  fine  state  of  affairs — why  haven't  we 
been  informed  of  this  before?) 

5.  Do  you  realize  that  if  the  Queen  Mary 
were  stood  upright  beside 
the  Empire  State  Building 
the  furniture  and  crew 
would  be  in  terrible  mess? 
Besides  you  know  what  the 
British  Consulate  would 
think  of  it  .  .  .  and  with 
world  affairs  in  the  con- 
dition they  are  .  .  .  well, 
look  what's  happening  to 
the  Finns. 

6.  There  are  generally  .30 
days  in  a  month,  some- 
times more  and  some- 
times less.  (Ed.  note — It 
would  seem  that  this  was 
pretty  common  knowl- 
edge,   but    the     Professor 


could  not  be  expected  to  produce  con- 
sistently   startling    statements.) 

*  direct  quote 

You  can  see  for  yourself  that  "Lists 
of  Figures  in  Their  Relation  to"  is  a 
book  that  no  intellectually  curious 
person  can  afford  to  be  without.  The 
first  edition  comes  off  the  press  in 
May.  The  price  to  the  general  public 
will  be  twenty-five  cents.  (Fifty  if 
you  want  the  de-luxe  leather  binding 
and  the  last  35  pages)  and  according 
to  university  tradition,  four  dollars 
and  98  cents  to  the  students  in  the 
classes  which  will  use  the  tome  for  a 
text. 


What  do  YOU  know  about 
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Three  of  the  country's 
smartest  fashion  models 

SUSANN     SHAW 

FLORENCE    DORNIN 

DANA    DALE 

Chesterfield  Girls  for  March 


/m4e^c 


'OU^ 


CANT   BUY  A   BETTER    CIGARETTE 

When  you  ask  for  Chesterfields 
the  dealer  will  say  with  a  smile... T/*ej  Satisfy. 
You  will  find  that  Chesterfields  smoke  cooler, 
taste  better  and  are  definitely  milder... /or 
Chesterfields  have  the  right  combination  of  the 
world's  best  cigarette  tobaccos. 


K^H£SrERF/ELD 


Copyright  1940.  LiGGETT  &  MYERS  Tobacco  Co. 


Ulndei^  Jwentu-Jk 
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Two  of  tlie  most  talked  about  coats  at  Carson's 
.  .  .  "Little  Boy  Blue",  our  tailorcd-to-per- 
fcetion  reefer  with  a  deep  ])leat  at  back,  'ii.^b. 
And  "Polo  I'ockets",  a  wonderful  herringbone 
casual.  17.i).5.  Ka])|)a  Jean  Caldwell  and  (iinger 
Hoffman,  Tri  Delt  are  llie  jjrelty  models. 

••l.Mc  Hnll  Hhif-.   ;„   iiuri,,  li.jhl  l,l„r.  I,ri,ir. 
'.I  III  i:,.   Tuiii/n  simp. 

"Pnlu  l\,rl.;l.s-.  i„  l„  I,,,-  iiml  hrnui,  h,  rrimjhnnv. 
I  .'  In    .'II.  ( ■usual  Clolhrs. 


Carson  PiRiE  Scott  &  Co 


GRAPHIC     XlJ'S-by  JimBixby 


Well  if  it  isn't  Margaret  Lindsey  (fourth  from  right)  coking  at  the  jhe  Navy  comes  through!  Commander  Norman  C.  Gillette  of 
Huddle  with  Larry  Wagner,  Mrs.  Paul  Cummons,  Jack  Louer,  Dick  the  Northwestern  university  Naval  RTO.T.C.  congratulates 
Grest  and  Libby  Schutter.  cadets  Bernard  T.  Kelly,  Mark  M.  Ganter,  and  John  F.  Wiss 

on  receiving  the  CHICAGO  TRIBUNE  medals.    Dr.  Franklyn  B. 

Snyder  (left)  made  the  presentation. 
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Whether  they  flunked  or  not,  they're 
happy.  Betty  Bellamy  and  Marshal 
Stephens  at  the  Flunker's  Frolic. 


Preston  meets  Emery,  and  there's 
no  doubt  about  it  —  Hollywood  is 
impressed. 


It  isn't  even  Spring,  but  it's  there,  you  can 
see  it  !  !  I  (The  pin,  stupid)  Frank  Peddie 
and  Tippy  Ross. 


At  the  Leap  Year  dance  at  Willard,  we  see 
on  the  left,  left  to  right:  Fred  Johnson,  Ronnie 
Patterson,  Mary  Ruth  Latenser,  Eileen  But- 
ler, Margaret  Lower,  Gordy  Beaubien.  To 
the  right,  Peggy  Saxby  and  Jim  Calhoun. 


^op  -  V  loickey'6 


Saster  cAccessories  to  Suit  ^our  Suits 


Right:  Straw  Bretons  return  to  curve  off  the 
face  a  la  Flemish  portraits.  Phyllis  Anderson, 
Kappa  Alpha  Theta,  combines  a  striking  navy 
straw,  edged  in  white,  10.00,  with  a  soft  red 
smocked-leather  bac),  5.00,  white  gloves,  and 
a  boutonniere  of  crocuses. 


Below:  Georgia  Anheiser,  Kappa  Delta,  knows 
how  to  be  charmingly  casual  in  a  natural-toned 
gabardine  "Pork  Pie,"  2.95  —  also  in  colors, 
and  in  felt  and  corduroy.  With  it  she  carries 
a  tan  saddle  bag,  swaggery  and  practical  at 

3.00. 


Left:  Flower  chapeaux  bloom  In  spite  of  spring 
showers.  Jane  Love,  Delta  Gamma,  peers  from 
beneath  a  saucer  of  navy  blue  felt,  white  vio- 
lets, and  grosgrain  banding,  5.95.  A  shiny  black 
patent  leather  bag  3.00,  and  white  doeskin 
gloves,   3.00,  complete  her  Easter  ensemble. 


Below:  In  the  same  saucy  front-on-the-forehead 
feeling,  Martha  Hale,  Kappa  Kappa  Gamma, 
wears  a  colorful  clump  of  berries,  softened 
with  a  flattering  veil,  for  her  Easter  bonnet, 
5.95.  The  blue  ribbon  on  it  is  echoed  by  her 
shiny  blue  capeskin  gloves,  3.00. 


Fashion  Photos  by  Gono      Clothes  by  Carson  Pirie  Scott  a  Co. 
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Who's  who?  But  we  do  know  Betty  Van  Dyke,  Betty  Taggort, 
Mourie  Howell,  White  Jacket,  Marty  Hill,  a  lemonade  (we 
hope),  and  Bud  Monson. 


Could  a  man  ask  more?  Marion  Nelson,  Betty 
Taggart,  Bob  Preston,  Bonnie  May,  Faith 
Wakelee,  and  our  little  Lois  Emery. 


Photos  and  Layout  by  Jim  Bixby 


Gamma  Phi  Pre-Prom  Buffet  Supper.  Yes,  we're  wondering  too. 
Where  are  the  men? 


drawings  by 
Roberta  Shinn 


What's    doin'    fellows? 
Oh  yes,  Simone  Simon. 


^^(^aln,    Uliider'  Jwentul 

For  1 7.9,5  at  Carson's  you  can  practically  have 
your  i)ick  of  little  suits  like  this  one  Dodie 
Marshall,  (iainma  IMii,  wears.  And  here's 
sheer  success  in  the  way  of  shirtwaist  caviar  .  .  . 
double  breasted,  long  sleeved,  two-piece,  with 
]*i    Phi   Rol)erta   Sliinn    inodeiling-.    I.'). 00. 

Siii)  in  iirni  or  niilrl  hliic.  iiiiri/.  U  la  ir,,  Tmiija  Shop. 
S/,irl,ral.-<l  ,/r,.sx  ,/,  ,/r,Tii.   ! ,'  li,   Jt).  Cisutd  i'lullus. 
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POIITICOSIS 

.  .  .  to  do  or  not  to  do — 


WHEN  President  Snyder  uii  February  18 
wrote  a  letter  to  the  Student  Governing 
Board  suggesting  to  that  body  that  it 
take  some  kind  of  action  to  keep  fresh- 
men out  of  activities  he  stirred  up  an 
unexpected  tempest.  Nine  times  out  of 
ten  on  the  Northwestern  campus,  such 
an  epistle  would  have  gone  practically 
unnoticed,  but  "one  of  those  things" 
took  place  and  overnight  the  mattter  be- 
came a   burning  issue. 

Letter  Misinterpreted 

There  was  truth,  much  of  it,  in  Dr. 
Snyder's  letter.  However,  in  closing, 
the  sentence  had  been  added,  "If  your 
board  were  to  say  something  like  this 
(that  activities  could  wait  until  the 
sophomore  and  succeeding  years),  and 
were  to  make  public  announcement  of 
what  it  had  said,  it  would  be  'news' 
throughout  the  United  States,  and  it 
would  have  a  tonic  effect  upon  every 
department  of  the  university."  Politicosis 
is  of  the  opinion  that  the  sentence  was 
not  meant  to  be  taken  literally;  surely 
one  as  skilled  in  argument  as  Dr.  Snyder 
would  not  weaken  his  case  by  such  a 
statement  if  he  meant  it  to  be  taken 
seriously.  Yet  the  Daily  Northwestern 
story  the  following  day  (February  21) 
ignored  the  elements  of  reason  in  the 
body  of  the  letter  and  ran  a  story  with 
the  lead  "  'The  freshman  class  will  not 
be  used  to  make  news.'  This  statement 
echoed  wherever  members  of  the  class 
of  '43  gathered  last  night  as  disapproval 
mounted  against  Pres.  Franklyn  B.  Sny- 
der's suggestion  that  the  freshman  class 
be  used  to  make  nationwide  news  by 
banning  them  from  activity  participa- 
tion." 

Aroused    Resentment 

The  immediate  effect  was  the  arousing 
of  even  more  disapproval;  disapproval, 
not  in  the  form  of  logical  reasoning  about 
the  problem  but  as  blind,  unreasoning 
disapproval  of  an  intangible  idea,  dis- 
torted  by    ignoring   the   problem. 

Much  of  the  original  fuss  would  have 
been  avoided  had  not  the  unfortunate 
word  "ban"  entered.  Dr.  Snyder's  let- 
ter did  not  use  the  word,  nor  did  he  even 
suggest  forbidding  freshmen  to  enter 
activities.  Concerning  the  Governing 
Board's  proposed  action  to  acquaint  in- 
coming freshmen  with  the  variety  of  ac- 
tivities and  opportunities  awaiting  them 
he  merely  suggests  that  the  Board  say 
to  them  instead,  ".  .  .  There  are  lots  of 
interesting  things  going  on  around  cam- 
pus that  sooner  or  later  you  will  want 
to  take  part  in,  but  until  you  have  fin- 
ished the  work  of  your  freshman  year, 
forget  all  about  them." 

President  Snyder  himself  declared  on 
March  1.  correcting  the  previous  errone- 


ous impression,  "The  word  'ban'  is  ill- 
chosen.  'De-emphasize',  rather,  would 
be  better." 

Capitalizing  on  the  wave  of  feeling. 
Dr.  Snyder  turned  it  back  on  itself  by 
throwing  the  matter  open  to  campus 
discussion,  asking  for  opinions.  With 
the  passage  of  a  few  days  thinking  be- 
came clearer  on  the  subject  and  the 
basic  issues  began  to  be  considered. 

Remembering  that  an  absolute  ban 
has  not  been  proposed,  let  us  consider 
the  case  impersonally.  In  a  panel  dis- 
cussion held  on  the  29th  of  February, 
President  Snyder  pointed  out  that  the 
aim  of  a  university  is  to  promote  the 
welfare  of  its  students   through: 

1.  The  curriculum  and  methods  of 
teaching,  and  also  the  personnel  depart- 
ment. 

2.  Through  extra-curricular  activities 
which  contribute  to  the  social  welfare  of 
the  individual. 

Activities  Not  to  Blame 

The  classification  might  well  be  broken 
into  three  parts,  with  the  personnel  de- 
partment in  the  center,  a  correlating  in- 
fluence between  the  first  and  third.  What- 
ever the  arrangement,  however,  it  must 
be  borne  in  mind  that  the  primary  aim 
of  the  university  is,  after  all,  an  educa- 
tional and  intellectual  one,  awkward  as 
it  may  be  to  admit  this  fact  to  oneself. 
Half  of  the  defense  of  certain  of  the 
lesser  activities  and  their  purported 
value  is  pure  rationalization  on  the  part 
of  those    involved.     It's  hard   sometimes 


Thonghl-of-lhe-Month 


to  study,  and  an  activity  meeting  is  an 
easy  way  out. 

In  order  to  clarify  the  problem  let  us 
first  briefly  look  at  the  types  of  activities. 
There  are,  roughly,  five:  (1)  publications, 
(2)  "talent"  activities  such  as  band  and 
glee  club,  (3)  athletics,  (4)  social  activi- 
ties— Dad's  Day,  Homecoming,  Dance 
committees,  politics  and  the  like,  and 
(5)  "intellectual"  activities — language 
clubs,   discussion  groups,   etc. 

Having  classified  activities,  they  may 
ncjw  be  discussed  from  three  angles,  (1) 
their  value,  (2i  the  harm,  if  any,  that 
they  do,  and  (3)  the  emphasis  (and  con- 
sequently the  control)  to  be  placed  on 
them.  As  to  the  first  point,  it  is  safe 
to  assume  that  publications,  band,  and 
glee  club  stand  by  themselves  and  may 
be   exempt  from   discussion. 


Intramural  Athletics 

The  matter  of  athletics  (freshman  and 
varsity,  not  intramurals)  is  surrounded 
by  so  many  questions,  qualifications,  and 
implications  that  we  will  drop  in  here  and 
await  the  outcome  of  the  Chicago  experi- 
ment before  sticking  our  editorial  necks 
out.  For  intramural  athletics  it  is  claimed 
that  they  offer  relaxation,  good  exercise, 
and  the  opportunity  to  engage  in  house 
(or  in  the  case  of  independent  organiza- 
tions, group)  activities  with  one's  class- 
mates. 

The  value  of  the  last  group,  the  "intel- 
lectual" is  justified  by  the  definition  of 
the  aims  of  the  university  as  expressed 
above.  The  whole  argument,  then,  cen- 
ters on  the  fourth,  or  social  group.  In 
behalf  of  these  activities,  it  is  argued 
that  they  enable  one  to  develop  one's 
personality,  make  contacts,  and  learn  to 
work  with  other  people.  Against  them  it 
may  be  said  that  they  are  generally  su- 
perficial, of  negligible  importance  in 
personality  development  and  in  encour- 
aging a  cooperative  attitude  and  that 
the  "contacts"  are  unimportant.  Further- 
more, it  is  in  these  activities  more  than 
any  other  that  great  numbers  flock  in 
merely  to  get  their  names  in  the  Daily 
as  on  the  committee,  only  to  disappear 
and  do  no  work.  It  is  commonly  the  co- 
chairmen  only  (seniors  or  juniors)  who 
do  any  actual  work.  To  these  higher-ups, 
the  work  may  be  worthwhile  in  widening 
one's  social  sphere,  and  at  worst  it  may 
be  said  to  be  an  enjoyable  interlude. 

Some  Are  Necessary 

We  cannot  deny  the  importance  of  such 
institutions  as  Dad's  Day  and  Home- 
coming (to  use  two  examples).  They 
strike  at  the  very  financial  core  of  the 
university.  After  all,  students  cannot  be 
so  naive  as  not  to  realize  that  in  the 
university  as  well  as  in  life  itself,  noth- 
ing can  be  accomplished  without  promo- 
tion of  some  kind. 

To  take  up  the  question  of  the  relative 
harmfulness  of  an  activity,  our  only 
measure  is  the  time  required  by  it  which 
we  may  assume  to  affect  one's  studies. 
Publications  generally  require  only  one 
Continued   on  page   37 
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9  Shpt  Hittef 


Today  everybody  is  trying  to  shoot 
the  Germans  with  guns.  In  1937  I 
shot  the  Germans  with  a  camera  and 
can  say  that  I  enjoyed  that  experi- 
ence. 

I  was  very  fortunate  in  being  an 
exchange  student  in  a  German  home. 
For  three  months  I  Hved  as  a  brother 
to  Gerhard  Heyer  in  his  home  in 
Berlin.  The  family  was  of  average 
circumstances  so  I  was  able  to  get 
a  good  idea  of  the  home  life  in  Ber- 
lin during  Hitler's  prime.  I  say  Hit- 
ler's prime  because  at  that  time 
Hitler  had  done  much  for  the  Ger- 
man people  and  he  was  considered 
by  many  to  be  their  savior. 

My  camera  was  strapped  around 
my  neck  every  time  I  stepped  out  of 
the  Heyer's  house.  I  was  not  afraid 
to  take  pictures  of  anything  because 
as  an  American,  I  had  the  feeling  I 
could  do  pretty  much  as  I  pleased. 

The  first  week  I  was  in  Berlin  I 
went  out  to  the  airport  and  decided 
to  take  a  quick  flight  over  the  city. 
No  cameras  were  allowed  because  of 
the  perfect  opportunity  of  photo- 
graphing the  city.  However,  I  was 
determined  to  get  some  pictures  and 
hid  the  camera  under  my  coat.  With 
an  innocent  expression  and  the  luck 
of  an  Irishman,  I  was  able  to  get  by 
the  inspectors.  Consequently,  when 
I  was  once  in  the  air  the  panoramic 
view  of  Berlin  was  mine,  and  I  kept 
the  camera  to  my  eye  constantly.  In 
fact  I  was  taking  so  many  pictures, 
I  didn't  see  Berlin  from  the  air  until 
several  months  later  when  the  films 
were  developed. 

The  biggest  thrill  of  traveling  is 
derived  from  contact  with  differ- 
ent peoples,  the  way  they  live,  their 
customs  and  habits.  Consequently 
Gerhard  and  I  took  a  bicycle  trip  to 
the  Baltic  sea,  which  is  about  one 
hundred  and  forty  miles  north  of 
Berlin.  This  territory  in  North  Ger- 
many is  very  flat  and  perfect  for 
agriculture.  There  are  many  small 
peasant  villages  and  hamlets  where 
I  was  able  to  view  the  inner  life  of 
Germany. 

We  would  stop  in  these  villages,  re- 


fresh ourselves,  and  I  would  hunt  for 
pictures.  Because  we  were  in  a  part 
of  the  old  country  which  is  seldom 
visited  by  Americans,  I  was  more  or 
less  a  curiosity.  I  always  had  the 
younger  Germans  following  me 
around  because  they  wanted  to  find 
out  about  America.  The  three  topics 
of  greatest  curiosity  were  the  sky- 
scrapers in  New  York,  the  wild  In- 
dians in  the  West,  and  the  terrible 
gangsters  in  Chicago.  I  was  identi- 
fied as  a  foreigner  because  Gerhard 
and  I  usually  talked  in  English,  a 
necessity  since  he  had  had  six  years 
of  English  and  I  had  not  had  a  day 
of  German. 

In  these  little  hamlets  I  found  in- 
numerable subjects  for  pictures — 
the  town  gate,  children  in  the  street, 
old  men  with  large  Bavarian  pipes, 
and  inevitably  the  women  at  some 
phase  of  hard  manual  labor.  As  we 
hunted  for  pictures  we  got  inside 
peasants'  homes  and  they  gave  us 
cake  and  drinks.  Everybody  was 
hospitable  and  the  picture  hunting 
became  more  enjoyable  as  we  went 
along. 

Many  of  our  experiences  came  at 
night  when  we  were  looking  for  a 
place  to  sleep.  Although  the  cities 
have  youth  hostels  where  one  can 
sleep  very  cheaply,  Gerhard  and  I 
chose  to  stay  on  the  road  and  so  we 
slept  in  the  woods  or  in  somebody's 
shed.  One  night  we  went  up  to  a 
home  in  the  suburbs,  and  asked  for 
permission  to  sleep  in  a  barn.  The 
owners  said  that  it  would  be  all  right 
and  sent  their  maid  out  to  the  barn 
to  open  a  new  bale  of  hay  for  us.  We 
thought  they  were  quite  wealthy  but 
didn't  pay  any  attention  to  our  sur- 
roundings until  the  next  morning 
when  the  maid  came  out  and  awak- 
ened us  and  announced  that  break- 
fast was  ready.  We  were  surprised 
at  this  invitation,  and  when  we  sat 
down  at  the  table,  we  found  out  that 
the  man  of  the  house  was  a  director 
of  an  insane  asylum. 

His  wife,  finding  out  that  I  was 
American,  immediately  planned  a 
trip  for  us  through  the  buildings  and 
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grounds  of  the  institution.  She  told 
me  to  take  my  camera  along  and  to 
photograph  anything  or  any  person 
I  wished.  But  after  I  got  inside,  my 
sympathy  became  greater  than  my 
desire  for  pictures.  I  couldn't  snap 
any  close-ups  of  men  making  fools  of 
themselves  by  heiling  Hitler  in  a 
frantic  manner.  Instead  of  being 
photographic-minded  I  became  more 
social-minded  and  wanted  to  see 
Continued  on  page  43 


Above:   Dick,   himself,  at  home   tvith   the 
Heyer  family. 

Below:    The    tvoodciitter    of    Rotheiiburg 
gets  ".s/iof." 
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The  bitter  mockery  with  which  we  hear 
the  Leap  Year  situation  discussed  by  the 
greater  part  of  the  masculine  delegation 
of  old  N.U.  assures  us  that  it  is  definitely 
not  doing  the  wonders  they  apparently 
expected  of  it.  (Aren't  you  glad  to  hear 
that  you  aren't  the  only  one  unsought?) 
Maybe  it  is  just  that  the  girls  around 
here  aren't  particularly  typical  of  that 
"bold  modern  generation"  that  one  hears 
so  much  about.  Maybe  it  is  just  that  the 
boys  aren't  playing  their  cards  right  and 
giving  enough  of  the  old  "come  hither." 
As  a  sort  of  "helper-outer"  to  the  inex- 
perienced lads,  here  are  some  helpful 
hints  collected  by  eavesdroppers  on  a 
sorority  bull  session.  Careful  observance 
of  the  following  laws  guarantees  a  catch, 
or  at  least  a  nibble: 

1.  Pick  out  a  prospect. 

2.  Arrange  an  introduction.  (This, 
however,  is  not  absolutely  necessary.  A 
plain  meeting  will  do,  as  you  can  usually 
find  someone  you  know  in  common  later. 
This  may  occur  by  a  case  of  purposely 
mistaken  identity  at  the  Rock,  or  the 
dropping  of  a  notebook  filled  with  loose 
papers,  plus  a  helpless  glance,  etc. 
Mutual  friends  often  do  wonders  with 
blind  dates.  For  instance;  Chase  Faimon 
(<i>K>I'>  and  Betty  Baumann  (KKF)  have 
been  thriving  on  theirs  to  the  extent  of 
a  pin-hanging  prediction.) 

3.  Be  beautiful,  yet  thirsty.  (This  gen- 
erally brings  on  a  coke  date  if  you  hint 
hard  enough,  which  should  be  accom- 
panied by  idle  gossip  to  show  that  you 
get  around,  gentle  laughter,  and  con- 
siderable raising  and  lowering  of  the 
lashes.  The  masculine  equivalent  of  this 
will  have  to  be  figured  out  by  each  in- 
dividual. We  don't  recommend  quite  the 
same  technique,  but  you  might  ask  Don 
Ramaker  (BGII)  what  he  uses.  After  all, 
he  has  hung  that  pin  now  for  the  fifth 
time,  so  he  must  have  something.  The 
latest  is  Janice  Raymond  (flB*).) 

4.  Offer  a  lot  of  competition  but  be 
subtle  about  it.  (For  instance,  if  you  want 
to  hang  your  pin  on  a  girl  on  campus, 
invite  a  girl  from  home  to  one  of  the 
fraternity  parties,  and  see  that  the  first 
girl  is  there  to  know  about  it.  At  least 
that  is  what  Jack  Lauer  (SAE)  did  to 
Barbara  Varty   (A*)) 

5.  Have  something  unusual  to  offer. 
(For  instance,  be  twins.  Look  where  it 
got  those  Keller  brothers  (AX).  They  are 
really  in  the  AOn  house,  now  that  Bob 
has  broken  up  with  _iAA  friend  and  is 
seen  constantly  with  June  Redpath.  Dick 
is  still  going  with  Adelaide  Gallett.) 

6.  Be  openly  believing  but  inwardly 
skeptical.  (Doris  Irion  (IIB**  is  a  firm 
believer  in  this  now.  Next  time  Vernon 
Force     (ATA)     tells    her    about    his    sick 


grandmother  and  then  takes  out  a  Kappa, 
we  bet  that  she  has  a  sharp  answer  for 
him.) 

7.  Play  hard  to  get.  (Roberta  Shinn 
(1IB<1>)  has  been  keeping  Herb  Peterson 
(({.K'l')  coming  for  an  awfully  long  time 
by  that  method.  We  don't  suggest  ex- 
tremes in  this  because  sometimes  you 
get  fooled.) 

There  are  more,  but  these,  if  followed 
conscientiously,  generally  give  one  a 
pretty  good  start.  Ask  Joe  Schilder  (2N) 
if  he  didn't  follow  this  course  in  order  to 
hang  his  pin  on  Shirley  Jannotta   (K.\()). 

Someone  forgot  to  follow  the  sequence 
in  the  Bobbie  Pate  (AOn)  and  Bill  Kolb 
(IIKA)  league  because  he  is  wearing  his 
own  pin  again  these  days. 

After  variovis  and  sundry  side-tracks, 
that  couple  of  John  Harpham  (B9II)  and 
Mardel  Jerrick  (r*B)  are  entertaining 
each  other,  the  brothers,  and  the  sisters 
once  again. 

Keeping  it  all  in  the  same  house  is  the 
idea  in  Al  Kempfert's  (.\X)  mind.  And 
it  seems  to  be  the  AOII's,  with  Charlotte 
Gross  last  time  and  the  "real  thing"  this 


time  with  Ruth  Bates.  A  pin-hanging  is 
expected  most  any  time. 

Another  twosome  that  sees  an  awful 
lot  of  each  other  without  apparently  any 
let  up  is  Helen  Nickol  and  Don  Crampton. 

The  Betas  couldn't  make  up  their  minds 
about  one  particular  boy  for  Betty  Bange 
'KKP)  so  they  hung  the  president's  pin 
on  her  for  a  birthday  present  and  made 
her  the  sweetheart  of  the  house. 

Chris  Coith  (AAA)  might  be  able  to  add 
some  further  rules  to  the  above  list.  She 
would  seem  fuUy  qualified  as  she  has  re- 
cently acquired  an  engagement  ring  from 
medical  school. 

Two  of  the  ever-fickle  have  been  dat- 
ing and  those  who  enjoy  speculating 
have  their  chance.  This  refers  to  Jane 
Love  (AD  and  Timmy  Hermann  (^AO). 
And  we  thought  her  heart  interest  was  at 
Cornell! 

Maybe  there  will  be  a  pinning  in  this 
case  of  deep  affection.  At  least  Frank 
Thompson  (B9n)  and  Mary  Lou  Cooper 
i.\4>)  are  doing  an  awful  lot  of  dating. 

Nick  Cutlich  (2N)  is  going  pretty  social 
these  days  and  is  being  seen  in  the  night 
spots  with  "Sonny"  Method's  sister, 
Betty.  Sonny  spends  a  lot  of  time  in 
the  D.G.  house,  looking  for  Doris  Ober- 
reutter. 

This  is  one  for  the  books.  Have  you 
heard  about  that  experimental  pin  that 
Anna  Mary  Vaughn  (AXfi)  had  for  a 
week?  Guess  the  experiment  didn't 
work. 

There  are  those  who  wonder  who  is 
Continued   on  page   37 
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Why  does  everyone  say  "Yes"  to  Mrs.  Wilson? 
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Why  Bob  came  back  at  that  mo- 
ment, I  don't  know.  Maybe  he'd 
forgotten  something.  But  there  he 
was,  bumping  into  Tom  and  enthusi- 
astically shaking  his  hand. 

"Well,  I'll  be  —  "  he  crowed. 
"Where  did  you  come  from?  Glad  to 
see  you,  old  man!" 

Some  of  the  soggy  atmosphere 
eked  over  in  his  direction  and  he 
stopped  radiating. 

"Hey,  what's  the  matter?"  He 
looked  around  the  funeral  proces- 
sion until  he  came  to  me.  His  eyes 
went  from  the  pin  drooping  on  my 
sweater  to  the  spot  where  it  wasn't 
on  Janie's. 

"I  don't  quite  get  the  drift,"  he 
said,  looking  at  Janie.  Janie  looked 
at  me.  So  did  Tom,  and  Bob,  and 
Jack. 

Then  I  got  mad.  I  let  go,  and  all 
my  inhibitions  went  roaring  through 
the  roof.  All  the  stuff  I'd  been  think- 
ing about  for  weeks  came  out — phone 
calls,  dates,  pins,  men.  Men!  I 
hated  them.  I  never  wanted  to  see 
one  of  the  whole,  vicious  species 
again.  They  were  the  most  horrible, 
despicable,    pernicious,    disgusting — 

Then  everything  became  quite 
simple.  Tom  just  stepped  up,  quite 
firmly  put  one  arm  around  me,  quite 
firmly  put  the  other  hand  over  my 
mouth,  and  said,  quite  firmly,  "Pat, 
I  love  you;  and  if  you  don't  stop 
putting  on  a  three-ring  nightmare  in 
front  of  all  these  people,  I'll  start 
charging  admission." 

Everyone  relaxed;  that  is,  as  far 
as  I  was  concerned.  I  presented 
Janie  with  her  Chi  Phi  pin  amidst  a 
very  nice  silence,  graciously  bowed, 
and  exited,  gently,  but  quite  firmly, 
escorted  by  Tom. 

Several  hours  later,  I  came  back  to 
the  room.  A  cloud  of  smoke,  a  pud- 
dle of  tears,  and  Janie  occupied  one 
corner. 

In  spite  of  the  I-told-you-so  build- 
up with  which  I'd  been  imbuing  my- 
self for  hours  in  preparation  for  this 
entrance,  I  wilted  when  I  saw  Janie. 
She  looked  like  last  night's  corsage. 

I  ventured  to  stick  out  my  hand 
and  pat  her  hair  which  was  sprawled 
all  over  the  pillow. 

"I'm  awfully  sorry  it  happened, 
Janie,"  I  said.  "Honestly  I  didn't 
know  it  would  be  such  a  mess." 


Continued  from  page  7 

She  kept  on  crying  jerky  little  sobs. 

"But,  Janie,  it  had  to  happen 
sometime.  I  mean,  things  just  work 
that  way.  One  pin  is  dynamite 
enough,  and  two — !" 

I  was  feeling  more  helpless  all  the 
time.  I  even  began  imagining  that 
I  was  the  cause  of  it  all,  when  really 
I  should  have  dumped  a  bucket  of 
cold  water  on  her  and  yelled,  "So 
there,  too!"  I  didn't  know  what  to 
do.  Here  was  Janie  without  any  pin 
and  crying  her  heart  out.  The  world 
had  come  to  an  end. 

"What'll  I  do  now?"  Janie's  wail 
was  assuming  stupendous  propor- 
tions. 

Then  just  when  things  were  get- 
ting completely  complicated,  they 
became  suddenly  quite  simple  again. 
The  telephone  rang. 
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PUZZLE  ANSWERS 

1.  Snyder 
6.  Dogs 

10.  Toe 

11.  B.M.O.C. 

12.  Cars 

13.  Darnell 

14.  Art 

15.  !?&# 

16.  Shoe 

19.  Ecclesiastical  cataclysm 

21.  Women 

145.  E.M. 

76.  Mum 

58.  B 

99.   Speed 

83.  Trid 

28.  Bath 

31.  Redunda    (there  wasn't  room  for  the 
rest  of  it) 

32.  Twenty-six 

33.  Er 
37.   EI 

35.  D.N. 

36.  Betas 

Bird's  Eye  View 

Continued  from  page  3 
hadn't  meant  to  intrude.  The  lady 
returned  to  her  house  after  being 
ousted  by  Deering's  ten  o'clock  cur- 
few, and,  finding  the  note,  realized 
that  something  had  gone  wrong  and 
set  out  for  the  gentleman's  usual 
coke  haunt  to  explain.  However,  up- 
on arriving  at  said  hostelry,  she  saw 
her  ex-date  seated  inside  with  an- 
other girl. 

Almost  daunted  by  this  turn  of 
events,  she  was  about  to  leave,  a 
woman  scorned,  when  an  old  friend 
of  long  standing  passed  by  with  a 
couple  of  his  brothers.  They  stopped 
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Top-NOTCH  Parroteer  and  Delta  Up- 
silon  junior  is  HARRY  BOETCHER, 
hailing  from  Great  Falls,  Montana, 
and  lover  of  the  wide  open  spaces. 

Latest  contribution  was  "The 
Cliche  Expert"  in  the  February 
issue,  of  which,  incidentally,  he  was 
editor  pro  tem.  In  odd  moments  be- 
tween writing  fiction  and  editing  the 
Daily  Student  Workshop,  he  turns  out 
poetic  bits  for  his  own  amusement. 

He  prefers  collecting  pipes  and 
arming  his  room  with  Spanish  knives, 
a  tomahawk,  and  250  books.  He  does 
not  prefer  coats  and  ties. 

"Fatz"  to  the  hometowners,  he 
spent  a  summer  in  Germany  two 
years  ago.  Bandies  a  bit  with  skiing; 
teaches  fencing  on  the  side. 

An  avowed  campus  hermit,  he  re- 
mained the  man  with  his  dream  and 
had  only  one  date  during  his  frosh 
and  sophomore  years. 

You'll  find  him  in  the  mag  office, 
tilted  back  in  his  chair,  his  feet 
crossed  on  the  desk,  smoking  Wal- 
nut tobacco — and  uttering  disturbing 
"Oh's"  with  a  raised  eyebrow. 

to  chat  with  her  and  at  just  this 
moment  male  No.  1  and  his  newly 
acquired  date  passed  by.  Needless 
to  say,  the  air  was  charged.  Crushed 
by  circumstantial  evidence,  our 
friend  has  been  trying  for  a  week 
to  think  of  a  logical,  if  not  authentic, 
explanation.    • 
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BE  SURE 
to 

STOP 

at  the 

VIllA 
DE  METRE 

'  'ISo  rthwestern^  s 
Rendezvous^' 

It's  the  place  to  go 

•  After  School 

•  The  Theatre 

•  The  Formal 


Enjoy  an  afternoon  snack  in 
the  Spanish  atmosphere  of 
this  beautiful  villa.  Try  its 
delicious  barbecued  chicken 
and  hamburgers. 


I'LL 

MEET  YOU 

AT 

DE  METRE'S 

1657  Sheridan  Road 
WILMETTE,  ILLINOIS 


PETER   PAUL 


By  Don  Wingate  and 
Bob  Beisang 

WITH  THE  PLAYFUL  March  winds 
skittering  over  the  campus,  Peter 
Paul  has  found  a  myriad  of  re- 
treats where  he  can  soothe  his  ruffled 
feathers  in  solid  comfort.  The 
change  in  seasons  has  been  accom- 
panied by  an  injection  of  new  talent 
into  the  entertainment  offered  by 
local  hostelries.  Our  social  parrot 
has  convinced  himself 
and  numerous  com- 
panions (including  care- 
free, newly  initiated 
Greeks)  that  the  semes- 
ter has  just  started, 
and,  besides,  while  the 
Easter  bunny  is  deco- 
rating hard-boiled  eggs  during  the 
lengthy  holiday  season,  past  assign- 
ments can  be  dusted  off  like  nobody's 
business.  It  took  little  coaxing  for 
our  diminutive  friend,   Mr.  P.P.,   to 


recite    a    number    of    entertainment 
suggestions. 

Local  Color: 

One  of  Peter  Paul's  most  pleasant 
stops  around  town  has  always  been 
the  DEL  SHORE.  The  outstanding 
feature  at  this  delightful  spot  is 
music  for  dancing  as  it  should  be 
played.  The  band  is  not  composed 
of  the  usual  freak  combinations 
which  seem  to  be  the  order  of  things 
in  small  units.  Instead,  it  is  a  solid, 
modern  little  band  with  the  right 
combination  playing  the  right  tunes 
at  the  right  tempos — very  danceable 
and  more  than  slightly  terrific.  This 
well  deserved  build  up  is  for  none 
other  than  THE  SWING  KINGS  who 
feature  JERRY  POTTER  at  the 
piano. 

ED  SLADEK  who  has  thrilled 
hundreds  of  dancers  at  the  club  with 
his  Benny  Goodman  style  of  clarinet 
playing  has  just  returned  from  a  two 


C^mii  oDolil J  reienti 
The  Country  Club  Cafe  with  a  Downtown  Atmosphere 

DANCE 


to 

The  Swin^  Rin^s 
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Jerrr  Potter 

at  the  piano 

NO  MINIMUM 


Excellent  Full 
Course  Dinner 


NO  COVER 

Beginning  Friday,  March  29th 

THE  POPULAR 
NORTHWESTERN  AMATEUR  CONTESTS 

THE  DEL  SHORE 

DEMPSTER  STREET  JUST  WEST  OF  McCORMICK 
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weeks'  vacation  in  Florida  where  he 
drove  the  local  "Alligators"  mad 
with  his  hot  licks  on  the  clarinet. 
To  top  it  all  off  he  brought  back  the 
swing-craziest  reptile  with  him  to  the 
Club  for  the  band's  mascot  and  keeps 
it  with  him  on  the  bandstand. 

For  an  evening  of  continuous  en- 
tertainment try  the  NEW  CLUB 
SILHOUETTE  on  Howard  Street. 
Here,  what  with  one  beautiful  singer 
following  another  and  the  torrid 
tunes  of  OUie  Harris  and  his  Swing- 
tet  one  never  has  a 
dull  moment.  This 
band  is  styled  after 
Goodman's  Quartet 
and  is  really  some- 
thing to  hear — be- 
tween them  four 
men  play  fourteen 
instruments — Wow!  Even  more  as- 
tounding, the  leader  plays  a  flageolet, 
an    instrument    of   the   biblical    era. 


and  the  only  one  of  its  kind  in  the 
U.S.  The  diversified  entertainment 
plus  most  reasonable  prices  make 
this  a  place  to  hit. 

A  place  to  drop  in  after  that  library 
date,  says  Peter  Paul,  is  DE 
METRES  in  Wilmette.  Here  you  can 
treat  the  "lib"  date  to  delicious 
snacks  at  minimum  cost.  The  nice 
thing  about  this  spot  is  that  the  man- 
agement doesn't  make  you  feel  you 
must  order  a  steak  dinner — or  else. 
You  will  always  find  some  of  the 
gang  at  this  year-round  favorite  of 
N.U. 

With  the  coming  signs  of  spring, 
Peter  Paul  is  turning  more  and  more 
of  his  attention  to  the  INTERSTATE 
GLASS  HOUSE  at  Lincoln  and  Touhy 
Avenues.  This  smart  restaurant  has 
no  peer  on  the  North  Side — either  as 
tc  decorations  or  cuisine.  It  also 
has  an  oh-so-swank  cocktail  lounge 
Continued   on   page   34 
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PRESEISTS 
FOR  YOUR  ENTERTAINMENT 

A  STREAMLINED  REVUE 

^"^        OLLIE    HARRIS 


and  his 

SWINGTET 


(pluA. 


*  JOAN  BAYLOR  * 

and  Her  Boogie-Woogie  Piano 

*  ELEANOR  LEONARD  * 

and  Her  "Jumpin    Jive" 

*  JULIE  HARAND  * 

A  Soprano  Ninotchka 

Cocktail  Hour   Every   Afternoon   from  Two   until   Seven 

1555  Howard  Street  No  Cover 

Sheldrake  10202  No  Minimum 


MABEL  SCOTT 

Petite  Blonde  Jitterbug 

ADELE  CASTLE 

and  Her  Torch  Tunes 

JACK  ROSS 

"Irish  Thrush" 


ON   THAT 

SUNDAY 
NNER  DATE 

Try 


BARN 


1623  Chicago  Ave. 
821  Howard  Ave. 


APPLICATION 
PICTURES 

are 
IMPORTANT 

We  have  just 

the  one  needed 

to  secure  a  good 

position — right  size — 

reasonably  priced. 

EUGENE  L  RAY 

"iV.  V.  Official  Photographer" 

1606  Chicago  Ave. 
UNI.  2238 
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where  you  and  your  date  may  while 
away  the  hours.  Bill  Bennett,  organ- 
ist impresario,  assisted  by  Fifi, 
petite  songstress,  furnish  the  musical 
entrees  that  satisfy — both  for  danc- 
ing or  just  plain  "listenin'." 

Week-ends  invariably  include  a 
visit  to  Steve  Gannon's  SOUTH 
SEAS.  The  bamboo  atmosphere  is 
indicative  of  the  approaching  warm 
weather  even  though  Peter  Paul  still 
wants  two  cubicles  of  ice  in  every 
glass  of  .  .  .  (what  will  you  have?") 
Fellows  especially  like  the  SOUTH 
SEAS  because  it  is  one  of  the  West 
Evanston  spots  to  which  they  can 
take  dates  without  feeling  that 
female  reputations  are  being  en- 
dangered. 

For  plenty  of  atmosphere  and  the 
"tops"  in  food  value,  Pete  recom- 
mends ROBIN  HOOD'S  BARN  on 
Chicago  Avenue.  In  a  setting  of 
Merrie  Olde  England  you  can  enjoy 
the  heartiest  of  repasts  at  the  lowest 
of  prices.  To  prove  his  point  Pete 
suggests  that  the  next  time  you  are 
there  you  order  "the  largest  cup  of 
coffee  in  town,"  and  a  "Dagwood" 
special  —  and  see  if  they  can  be 
beaten  anywhere.  A  great  spot  and 
easily  accessible  to  campus. 

"A  Northwestern  institution"  de- 
scribes HOO'S  DRUG  STORE  to  a 
"T."  It's  the  spot  to  stop:  for  that 
ten  o'clock  "coffee  hour,"  or  when 
that  check  from  home  needs  to  be 
converted  into  "green  stuff."  Be- 
sides the  many  services  it  provides 
for  yours  and  my  convenience, 
HOO'S  is  completely  equipped  to 
serve  you  in  the  drug,  cosmetic, 
fountain,  and  "what  have  you"  line. 

For  you  bowling  enthusiasts  Peter 
Paul  suggests  the  RED  CROWN 
RECREATION  CENTER  at  1026 
Davis  Street.  Somehow  the  special 
student  rates  make  the  game  much 
more  enjoyable — and  permit  you  to 
play  that  extra  frame  needed  to  jack 
up  the  old  "average." 

Smooth 

Have  you  ever  danced  in  the 
tropics?  .  .  .  No??  Well,  to  you 
neophytes  Peter  Paul  recommends 
the  BALINESE  ROOM  of  the  Black- 
stone  Hotel.  Why  stumble  over  haz- 
ardous wood  planks  when  a  sophisti- 
cated place  like  the  BALINESE 
ROOM  offers  you  the  only  copper 
dance  floor  in  America?    No  cover 


Continued  jrom  page  13 

and  no  minimum  make  eating  and 
drinking  a  pleasure  —  particularly 
when  Pliner  and  Earle's  orchestra, 
accompanied  by  singer  Gloria  Hart, 
provide  most  palatable  music. 

Back  in  Chicago  for  the  first  time 
in  two  and  a  half  years,  ever  popular 
Hal  Kemp  and  his  orchestra  wiU  be 
featured,  beginning  March  21st,  in 
THE  EMPIRE  ROOM  of  the  Palmer 
House.  Peter  Paul's  favorite  chorus, 
the  Abbott  dancers,  threaten  his  ex- 
istence by  becoming  tigresses  for 
the  novel  spectacle  "Tiger  Cage." 
Another  star  included  in  the  EM- 
PIRE ROOM'S  floor  show  is  George 
Tapps,  internationally  famed  tap 
dancing  artist.  Lawdy.  what  a  set- 
up  ..   .   smooth   music,    a   bea-utiful 


"So  I  ain't  got  a  car!" 


But  he  has  ideas,  and  if  you're  in  his  spot, 
try  these : 

BY  HOOF: 

Cooley's    (Picardy   room,    Orrington) 

Deering 

Hoos 

Huddle 

Hut 

Orrington  Roof  (dancing) 

Red  Crown  Bowling 

Robin  Hood's  Barn 

Student   Union   Building    (dancing   and 

what-have-you) 
Varsity  Theater 
Valencia  Theater 
Vera  Megowen's 

— or  if  you're  a  hefty  hiker,   try  No 
Man's  Land! 
De  Metre's 
Teatro  de  Lago 
Red  Candle 
San  Pedro's 

BY  BUS: 

Club  Silhouette  (dancing) 
Howard  Theater 
Limehouse 
Norshore  Theater 
Stadium  Theater 

BY  "L": 

Aragon 

All  points  south 


chorus,  and  several  skilled  individual 
performers  ...  all  in  the  famous 
EMPIRE  ROOM. 

By  popular  request  Griff  Williams 
and  his  orchestra  are  returning  to 
the  chic  CONTINENTAL  ROOM  of 
the  Stevens — March  23.  In  addition 
to  his  usual  smooth  dance  style, 
Griff  will  feature  many  rhumba 
rhythms  that  should  go  over  in  a 
big  way  .  .  .  take  note  you  rhumba 
fiends.  Featured  with  the  band  are: 
Buddy  Moreno,  Walter  King,  and 
Bob  Kirk.  Gaining  rapid  popularity 
with  our  fair  coeds  at  N.U. — accord- 
ing to  Peter  Paul — are  the  "Search 
for  Talent"  auditions  held  in  the 
Room  every  Friday  night.  Beware, 
"gals,"  lest  our  campus  scout  "get 
you." 

Tidbits: 

In  the  PANTHER  ROOM  of  the 
Sherman,  Larry  Clinton  of  "Dipsy- 
Doodle"  fame  is  making  his  Midwest 
debut.  This  is  the  first  time  local 
jive  cats  have  had  a  chance  to  see 
and  hear  this  famous  swing  band  in 
the  flesh.  The  lads  are  going  for 
Helen  Southern,  a  most  attractive 
addition  to  the  band,  in  a  big  way. 

In  the  swank  PUMP  ROOM  of  the 
Ambassador  East  Hotel,  Matty  Mal- 
neck  and  his  orchestra  are  still  mak- 
ing you  feel  that  it  was  worth  it.  .  .  . 
Across  the  street  in  the  BUTTERY 
of  the  Ambassador  West,  "The  Play- 
boys" and  Betty  Borden  continue  to 
make  that  spot  one  of  the  places  to 
go.  ...  As  an  added  note  that  will 
be  of  interest  to  all,  Bob  Crosby  and 
his  famous  Bobcats  are  coming  back 
to  the  BLACKHAWK  sometime  in  the 
middle  of  April. 

M      M      ^ 
"Don't  it  beat  heU,"  murmured  the 
Devil  as  he  gazed  up  into  Paradise. 

a  sa         sa 

Si     M     M 
"What  did  you  operate  on  that  guy 
for?" 
"$800." 

"I  mean  what  did  he  have?" 
"$800."  — Columns 

^      fei      ^ 

The  click  of  knitting  needles,  the 
creak  of  a  rocker,  and  the  ticking  of 
a  grandfather's  clock  were  all  that 
disturbed  the  silence  of  the  room. 
With  childish  curiosity  little  Ellen 
sat  watching  the  purls  and  stitches. 

"Why  do  you  knit,  grandmother?" 
she  asked. 

"Oh,  just  for  the  hell  of  it,"  the  old 
lady  replied. 
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lettering  by  Roberta  Shinn 


BEHY  DROVN/^  FRANK  PEDDIE 


HERE/  YOUR  PARTY 


/HIRLEY  JAME/,  EOl/  EOW- 

JOYCE  mm, 
mm  cowLE/, 

/AEEY  DOUGL/\/- 
:    GEORGIA  ANHEI/ER 


FRANK  THOMP/OM,  FRED  POCE.  DICK  GRE/F,  FRANK  COVE E/ 
GEORGIA  ANHEI/ER,  GINGER  EO/TER,//LEY  DOyGLA/  EOl/  EOV 


d\  ^ 


ot 


u 


p  \  ^      P,..;,  couuoM.^,1;:^ 


uiaple   in 


irir:  freezes 


?2.H 


lacd  it   uiaci-e  her 


Zk 


is   ii    to   ei'io 


race      li^-'e    ib::'ej.j 


more       ^ 


Lu^t^r-u-  -: 


n^;,     Oau.    Pxie     wao 

ilow-green   soring 
ancL  tarew  ner  aras 
unci   urutal,    coursed 
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Politicosis 


Parrotings 
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afternoon  or  evening  a  week  (at  least 
during  the  freshman  year).  It  is  highly 
significant  that  on  the  two  senior  publi- 
cations (the  Syllabus  being  run  by  jun- 
iors) there  are  five  Phi  Beta  Kappas 
holding  the  major  positions.  Grades 
played  some  part  in  their  selection,  yes, 
but  they  ran  through  the  same  gamut 
to  which  everyone  else  is  exposed.  Pub- 
lications from  the  standpoint  of  experi- 
ence gained  cannot  be  overrated. 

The  band  meets  two  afternoons  a 
week,  and  the  glee  club  also  at  regular 
intervals  (for  which  physical  education 
credit  is  given).  These  activities  (with 
the  exception  of  certain  varsity  athletics) 
are  the  only  ones  which  are  in  continuous 
existence  throughout  the  year.  Clubs  of 
one  kind  or  another  may  meet  weekly 
or  bi-weekly.  Other  than  that,  other  ac- 
tivities such  as  Dad's  Day  committees 
are  in  force  only  for  a  short  time. 
three  or  four  weeks  at  the  most,  and 
although  they  may  demand  a  little  more 
time  for  a  whUe  any  but  a  decidedly 
subnormal  student  should  be  able  to 
make  the  necessary  adjustment. 

What  control  should  be  exercised? 
Politicosis  firmly  believes  that  it  is 
echoing  the  sentiment  of  the  campus 
when  it  states  that  the  effect  of  activities 
on  grades,  dropping  out  of  school,  et  al 
is  highly  overstressed.  Activities  are 
the  easiest  thing  for  one  to  blame  in  the 
first  place,  and  secondly,  there  are  too 
many  other  factors  of  freshman  adjust- 
ment which  enter  into  the  picture. 

From  the  number  of  suggestions  which 
have  been  made,  Politicosis  presents  the 
following  program: 

1.  limit  freshmen  to  one  activity  their 
first  semester. 

2.  send  freshmen  their  grades  at  6- 
weeks  periods  (that  is,  twice  before 
finals)  and  let  only  those  with  a  3.5  or 
higher  participate. 

3.  have  the  heads  of  every  activity 
turn  in  a  list  of  all  those  actually  work- 
ing on  their  committees.  (Let's  cut  out 
the  drones.) 

4.  have  a  minimum  grade  requirement 
for   participation   of   upperclassmen. 

Strict  application  of  these  principles 
would  be  fair  to  the  student,  and  the  uni- 
versity's conscience  as  to  its  duty  to  the 
student  body  would  be  clear.  It  would 
become  an  honor  to  be  engaged  in  an 
activity  and  would  insure  that  only  those 
able  to  do  so  would  be  carrying  extra 
work. 

These  are  merely  the  immediate  reme- 
dies of  the  problem,  however.    There  is 


On  tL  Lft 


The  editors  thought  they'd  give  you  a 
chance  to  see  what  happens  to  material 
once  they  get  it  in  their  clutches.  The 
copy  is  fictitious  but  the  comments  are 
all  bona  fide,  gleaned  from  the  files. 
What  price  genius! 
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going  to  be  left  in  the  Dodie  Anderson 
(r*B)   and  Jack  Crist   (ATA)   set-up. 

Lou  Shaw  (SX)  is  getting  back  into  the 
swing  of  things  again  and  his  fraternity 
brothers  are  not  surprised  to  see  him 
with  Kay  Ware  (AT)  just  about  all  the 
time. 

Come  initiation  time,  it  is  thought  that 
Dotty  Sibley  (AXn),  who  is  going  steady 
with  Dick  Raymond  (^KS),  wUl  be  wear- 
ing that  pin  before  he  has  even  tried  it  on 
for  size. 

Jack  Poust  (4>Ae)  has  been  concen- 
trating his  efforts  on  making  that  dating 
in  the  D.G.  house  a  pretty  constant  affair. 
He  seems  to  be  succeeding  as  far  as 
Ann  Camahan  is  concerned. 

There  seems  to  be  quite  a  lot  of  this 
dating  off  campus.  At  least  that  is  just 
about  all  that  George  Mickley  (ATA)  has 
been  doing  and  the  girl  is  Bobbie 
Watkins. 

One-day's  mourning  was  held  for  all 
speech  school  femmes.  Frank  Peddie 
<I;AE)  has  foregone  his  role  of  campus 
R.  Taylor,  and  hung  his  pin  on  Mary 
Tipton  Ross    (AAA). 

Score  a  plus  for  Clare  Hoffman  (AAA 
pledge)  and  a  home-run  for  Bob  Swen- 
son  (Ben).  The  pin  looks  just  as  nice  on 
Clare  as  it  did  on  Bob. 

After  three  and  a  half  years  of  under- 
graduate life,  grabbing  off  the  plumbs  of 
Fate,  Stan  Frankel  (*En)  may  now  be 
seen  with  a  bona  fide  gleam  in  his  eye. 
The  Prowler  attributes  it  to  Irene  Baskin. 

We're  not  quite  sure  what  technique,  if 
any,  was  used  here,  but  Laura  June 
Smith  is  now  wearing  Lou  Osborne's  Phi 
Kap  badge.  A  surprise  to  everyone, 
probably  including  the  principals. 


Little  Rollo,  full  of  glee, 
Pushed  his  Poppa  in  the  sea. 
Mother  said,  vi^ith  look  malicious, 
You   naughty   brat,    you'll   kill   the 
fishes. 

much  to  be  done,  as  has  been  brought 
out  in  a  couple  of  the  meetings  on  the 
subject,  in  the  way  of  education  of  the 
student  to  the  best  use  of  his  time  and 
in  stimulating  the  intellectual  side  of 
college  life.  Better  student-faculty  rela- 
tions are  needed  as  well  as  stimulation 
of  student  interest  in  the  excellent  coun- 
seling facilities  offered  to  give  but  two 
examples.  The  human  element  enters  in 
here.  So  far  the  university  can  go  on 
bottle-feeding  the  student,  and  beyond 
that  he  is  on  his  own. 

Worthwhile  action  on  the  subject  may 
still  be  brought  about  through  group 
cooperation  in  discussing  the  problem 
and  making  recommendations,  but  too 
often  Politicosis  has  seen  such  groups 
carried  on  only  for  a  while,  hampered 
by  the  pseudo-interested  whose  aim  is 
merely  to  advance  themselves,  eventu- 
ally to  die  quietly  and  not  even  grace- 
fully, accomplishing  nothing.  This  is  a 
direct  challenge  which  Politicosis  would 
be  only  too  glad  to  see  refuted. 


A     ') 
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NATIONAL  PARK,   ARK. 


There  is  nothing  for  that  "all 
in"  feeling  like  "pepping-up" 
at  Hot  Springs,  Ark. . . .  Amer- 
ica'smostfamousspa.  Health- 
giving  waters.  Every  outdoor 
sport  under  a  warm  sun, 
golfing,  tennis,  horsebacking, 
hunting,  fishing.  Horse  racing 
at  Oaklawn  Jockey  Club  from 
February  26th  to  March  30th. 


i 


Through  Service  Daily  via 
ILLINOIS  CENTRAL- 
ROCK  ISLAND 

Hot  Springs  Limited  leaves 
Central  Station,  Chicago, 
6:05  pm. 

ONLY     round  trip  from 

$#\|U5 Chicago,  25-day 

■jll       limit. (Berth  extra). 

6  mo.  limit  $38.25. 

9-Day  Tour  —  Finest 

accommodations,    as  low  at 
Go  any  day.  Com-  $0770 
pletely  arranged    Dj 

from  Chicago.  all-expense 


Consult  your  travel 


J.  V.  LANIGAN,  Passenger  Traffic  Manager 

Illinois  Central  System 

501  Ontral  Station,  Chicago,  111. 

Please  send  me  complete  information  about  Hot 
Springs. 

n  Rail  (ares  and  hotel  information 
D  All-expense  tours 


Address  _ 
Phone.  _ . 


MARCH.    1940 
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THERE  IS  A  REASON 

BEHIND  THE  URGE 

TO  DRESS  FOR  EASTER 


And  while  it  might  insult  you  gentlemen  to  feel  that  you 
as  well  as  the  girls  should  go  in  for  refurbishing  before 
the  24th.  there  is  behind  it  a  psychological  reason  that 
cannot  be  denied  (all  denials  may  be  mailed  in  to  the 
Purple  Parrot  office,  will  reach  us  in  due  course  of  time). 

You  see,  in  Spring  you  go  increasingly  in  for  parked  cars, 
the  country  roads,  sitting  on  the  beach  in  the  evenings  .  .  . 
You  have  a  new  pulse  in  life  that  corresponds  to  the 
awakening  Spring  .  .  .  You,  too,  wish  to  go  in  for  new 
greenery  .  .  .  and  so  you  find  your  outlet  in  new  ties, 
slacks,  sweaters,  suits,  and  button  down  oxford  shirts  .  .  . 


A  special  sort  of  foliage  that  we're  well  e<iuipped  with  .  ,  .  To  be 
specifie  we'd  like  to  reconiiiiend  a  new  sweater  set  ...  in  iridescent 
shades,  with  boldly  stitched  edges,  our  new  tennis  cream  color  in 
shirts  and  ties,  and  a  new  slope  collar  you'll  do  well  to  look  into. 


Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co. 

THE  MEN'S   STORE 
MONROE  AT  WABASH 
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SMOKY  JOE 

HAD  THE  DAMSEL 

IN  DISTRESS! 


"GIDDYAP,  NAPOLEON!  Looks 
like  this  Romeo  is  tr>  iiishis  darn- 
dest  to  smoke  us  out.  Plicw!  His 
tobacco  smells  like  the  backfire 
from  Pa's  flivver!"  Just  then 


TUNE  M—Sir  Walter  Jtaleigh  "Dog  House."  Every 
Tuesday  nightf  NBC  Red  Network. 


Bayonets  and  Brooms 

Continued  from  page  8 

ternity    brothers   try   to    get   you   to 
eat  spinach.) 

Thus  miraculously  saved  by  a  bio- 
logical quirk,  Max  lived  to  build 
roads  across  the  desert  and  to  handle 
a  heavy  machine  gun.  Asked  if  he 
had  to  carry  the  machine  gun  him- 
self, Max  replied  by  putting  his 
thumbs  in  his  ears  and  wiggling  the 
four  fingers  on  each  hand — this  was 
interpreted  as  meaning  that  burros 
were  used  to  carry  the  gun  and  all 
that  he  had  to  do  was  carry  the  am- 
munition. Here  the  sign-language 
conversation  ended  and  we  got  down, 
once  more,  to  brass  tacks. 

"About  the  first  thing  I  did  was 
try  to  escape,"  says  Max  (this  was 
interpreted  as  meaning  that  he 
didn't  care  for  the  life.)  I  got  within 
two  miles  of  Spanish  Morocco  when 
they  captured  me.  After  this,  I  tried 
three  more  times,  but  I  never  got  as 
far  as  I  got  the  first  time.  (Which 
just  about  blows  into  a  cocked  hat 
that  "if  at  first  you  don't  succeed" 
business.)  Eventually,  Max  just 
gave  up  the  whole  escape  business 
because  it  was  taking  too  much  time. 

After  the  war  in  Europe  was  over, 
the  Arabs  lost  interest  in  fighting, 
and  the  French  gradually  lost  inter- 
est in  Max.  Finally,  matters  came 
to  a  head  and  Max  was  told  that  he 
could  go  to — wherever  he  wanted  to 
go.  He  went.  What  the  German  mili- 
tary school  had  failed  to  teach  Max 
in  the  way  of  a  trade,  the  French 
had  made  up  for.  Max  was  probably 
the  best  roadbuilder  southeast  of  the 
Congo.  For  two  years,  he  built  big- 
ger and  better  roads  throughout 
Africa  and  in  France  and  Spain. 

Full  of  the  cosmopolitan  spirit. 
Max  decided  to  come  to  the  United 
States.  In  1928,  he  packed  his  dufTle 
bag  and  took  the  first  boat  to  New 
York.  In  this  country,  there  was  a 
surplus  of  roads,  so  four  years  of 
patient  attention  to  his  art  were 
wasted.  Max  was  beginning  to  be 
suspicious  of  schools.  But  it  was  a 
school  which  supplanted  the  defunct 
roadbuilding  trade  with  another 
business.  Northwestern  offered  to 
take  up  his  option  if  he  would  act  as 
janitor  of  Deering  library.  He  would. 
They  did.    He  likes  it. 


p. 


urroceer 


Photo  by  Jim  Bixby 

Versatile  PORTIA  McCLAIN,  ^^^ 
from  Canton,  Ohio  .  .  .  capable  and 
friendly  .  .  .  works  on  the  Daily 
Northwestern  .  .  .  life  secret  is  her 
middle  name  which  begins  with  O. 
and  is  not  in  the  dictionary  of  names 
.  .  .  lifts  one  eyebrow  like  a  true 
Parroteer  .  .  . 

Love  is  an  important  word  in  her 
vocabulary  but  applies  only  to  pep- 
permint ice  cream  cones,  dancing 
(which  she  calls  her  favorite  sport), 
traveling  (has  been  over  the  east, 
middle  west,  south  and  Canada), 
and  writing  letters  .  .  .  likes  con- 
certs, cokes  and  kittens  .  .  .  also 
interesting  people  .  .  .  makes  a  hobby 
of  them  .  .  . 

Won  an  Eagle  badge  in  the  Girl 
Scouts  .  .  .  also  a  dramatic  contest 
for  the  state  .  .  .  spent  a  summer 
working  at  Old  Faithful  in  Yellow- 
stone and  still  raves  about  the  coun- 
try ..  . 

Likes  to  read  .  .  .  mystery  stories 
are  her  favorites  .  .  .  gets  a  kick  out 
of  scary  movies  .  .  .  has  a  "horrible" 
imagination  and  curiosity  .   .    . 

Her  main  interest  is  in  writing 
(read  her  story  in  this  issue  of  the 
Parrot)  .  .  .  hopes  in  the  future  to 
be  a  feature  writer  on  some  maga- 
zine .  .  .  and  will. 


MARCH,    I  940 
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THE   CROSLEY   CAR 


w. 


^ADE  to  order  for  Northwestern  students.  80c 
will  fill  up  the  gas  tank  .  .  .  Waukegan  and  hack 
for  50c. 

House  rules  will  not  permit  taking  it  to  your  room, 
hut  you  can  leave  it  under  your  window. 

There's  nothing  to  freeze.    Air  cooled  motor  doesn't 
mind  coldest  Lake  Michigan  air. 


4  can  ride  as  comfortahly  as  one 
hack  for  12  V>  cents  each. 


Waukegan  and 


Dumhest  hunny  in  school  can  put  the  top  up  in 
a  minute. 

The  car  is  engineered  exactly  as  a  large  car  with  parts 
scaled  down  to  small  size,  with  margins  for  safety 
and  overloads  greater  than  in  a  large  car. 

A  6  foot  3  guy  huilt  it  so  there's  plenty  of  room  for 
long  legs. 

It  will  get  you  anywhere  fast  enough,  and  its  speed 
up  to  .50  miles  an  hour  will  slow  down  the  speed  of 
greying  hair  at  home. 

Parking  lot  owners  can  he  talked  into  half  price  for 
parking  .  .  .  Add  a  dime  to  the  Waukegan  trip. 

For  safety's  sake  some  parts  are  FULL  SIZE  .  .  .  the 
hody  is  standard  automohile  steel.  The  glass  is 
Duplex   Safety   glass   .    .    .    the   hrakes   are   powerful 


enough  to  stop  a  car  4  times  its  weight  .  .  .  tires  are 
same  ply  as  standard  size  cars. 

2  quarts  of  oil  fill  crank  case.  On  a  hasis  of  change 
every  2,000  miles,  oil  for  the  Waukegan  trip  figures 
31,4  cents. 

Total  round  trip  to  Waukegan  63 '^4  cents  not  includ- 
ing the  hamhurgers. 

The  Purple  Parrot  will  give  you  a  smooth  demon- 
stration —  or  else!  If  you  can't  locate  the  Parrot 
visit  the  Co-op.  Just  call  GRE.  2600. 

And  all  you  must  scrape  together  is  only  $375,  $125 
down,  $17.62  when  the  finance  company  catches 
up  with  you. 


THE  CROSLEY  CORPORATION 

Evanston  Dealer  —  Paul  Cummins 


STIDENT 


NORTHWESTERN 

CO-OP 


INC. 


1726  Orrington  Avenue 


Greenleaf  2600 


CrosleY  dealers  everyivhere  sell  Crosley  radios.  Shelvador  refrigerators, 
gas  and  electric  stoves,  ivashers,  ironers  and  this  new  idea  in  eco- 
nomical transportation  —  the  CROSLEY  Car. 
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BY    JEAN    BARTELME 


37^    __^^ 

CLOTHES  LINE 


Worldly  Wise 

Prof:  "Can  any  of  you  tell  me 
what  a  mandate  is?" 

Coed:  "Yes,  it's  an  appointment 
with  a  gentleman." 


Confucius  didn't  say  it  but  Harper's 
Bazaar  did!  Quote  they:  "The 
hat  .  .  .  mostly  off  the  face,  crowns 
fitting  the  entire  back  of  the  head. 
Some  small,  some  skullcaps  with 
huge  brims.  Dozens  of  bonnets. 
Turbans  set  well  back.  Flower  hats 
and  large  straw  hats  with  bands  to 
m.atch  the  print  of  the  dress.  Maid 
o'  mist  veils.    NO  SNOODS!" 

Hats  are  returning  to  the  common- 
sense  level,  and  men  can't  have 
nearly  so  much  fun  "quipping"  about 
them  this  spring.  The  flowery  ones 
have  come  out  of  the  garden,  so  to 
speak,  with  less  of  the  perfumed 
aroma  and  more  of  the  actual  cor- 
sage look,  made  for  the  sole  purpose 
of  enhancing  your  flowing  locks  and 
divine  features  .  .  .  Speaking  of  fram- 
ing the  face,  glance  at  some  of  the 
skull-caps  with  the  enormous  brims! 
They  create  the  right  effect  without 
giving  you  too  much  of  that  "Re- 
becca of  Sunny  Brook  Farm"  look. 
You'U  still  have  a  slight  degree  of 
sophistication  left  and  be  able  to 
walk  down  the  street  without  blush- 
ing when  the  "boys"  spy  you  .  .  . 
Turbans  are  the  best  things  on 
earth  if  you're  in  a  hurry  and  prefer 
that  your  hats  NOT  fly  off.  They 
come  in  a  variety  of  twists  and  turns 
and  prints  and  patterns.  Some  of 
the  materials  have 
been  imported  from 
such  romantic  spots 
as  Bali  .  .  .  The  new 
veils  will  be  so  engi- 
neered to  compli- 
ment your  face.  They 
are  soft  and  flne  and 
delicate.  You'll  find  many  straw  hats 
of  green  and  of  blue — starched  pique 
and  white  straw — even  felt! 

Paris  has  suddenly  become  sick 
and  tired  of  their  war,  so  they  are 
disarming  all  of  their  frightening 
military  and  blackout  creations.  No 
longer  are  they  posing  their  glamor- 
ous models  in  underground  air  raid 
shelters,  thank  goodness  (somehow 
it  didn't  look  too  authentic).  They've 
taken  to  lots  of  color  —  namely 
"Shocking  Blue"  and  red — to  spite 
air  raids.  Realizing  the  situation, 
they  have  gone  in  for  the  practical 
and  undramatic  with  no  whimsies  or 


fluff  and  nonsense.    A  good  deal  of 
walking  is  being  done    (note  wedge 
heels  on  shoes) 
so  the  skirts  go 
up  —  higher! 
They      are 
straighter    too. 
All  this  calls  for 
new  blouses,  re- 
m ember    they 
can  match  your 
turbans),    and 
hand  tailored  shirts  with  tiny  mono- 
grams on  the  collars. 

Prints  are  always  prominent  in 
spring  but  this  season  they  are  a 
necessity.  Manufacturers  have  taken 
to  copying  (and  very  cleverly)  the 
trade  marks  of  large  well  known  in- 
dustries. You  should  see  the  new 
greyhound  print!  On  top  of  these 
prints  will  be  your  fitted  spring  coat. 
You  and  your  coat  will  be  safe  in  al- 
most any  shade  of  blue  but  it  must  be 
bright  and  clear  not  harsh. 

The  war  has  scared  everyone  to 
other  points  on  the  map  .  .  .  namely 
South  America  and  Hawaii.  Evening 
clothes  show  this  influence  in  cotton 
prints  of  huge  hibiscus  flowers,  and 
many  leis.  Everyone  is  becoming 
extremely  graceful  as  the  result  of 
an  attempt  at  the  hula.  It  all  seems 
to  be  an  indication  of  a  happy  and 
gay  spring.  The  motto  might  well 
be,  "don't  worry  until  you  have  to." 
(meaning  war,  of  course).  Even  the 
new  cocoa  brown,  sent  to  us  from 
South  America,  suggests  a  feeling  of 
exploration  in  new  lands  and  a  fresh 
interest  in  the  field  of  fashion. 


There  was  a  young  coed  named  Bess, 
Whose  necking  was  really  a  mess, 
But  in  less  than  a  week 
She  acquired  a  technique, 
And  now  she's  a  social  success. 


Blessed  are  the  pure,  for  they  shall 
inhibit  the  earth. 


Mary  had  a  little  lamb 

It  drank  some  kerosene 

One  day  it  wandered  near  a  flame 

Since  then  it's  not  benzene. 


"After  the  accident  did  they  have 
to  put  stitches  in?" 

"No,  I  just  pulled  myself  to- 
gether." 

%         %         % 

m    M    mk 

Many  a  girl  thinks  she  shows  dis- 
tinction in  her  clothes,  when  the 
proper  word  is  distinctly. 

—Pell-Mell 


We'll  Give  You 
the  Kind  of 

HAIRCUT 

You  Want 

MAMCURE 

CLASSIC 

Barber  Shop 

Opposite  Varsity  Theatre 


DEVELOPING 

PRINTING 

ENLARGING 

Evanston  Photographic   Service 

1854  Sherman  Ave.                                                                  GRE.  8871 
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For  Stuff  as  Light  as  Snow 

GEORGE    CLARK 

Tim  was  nineteen 

Tim  was  feeling  nineteen. 

Maybe  that's  why  he  phoned  Martha. 

But  then  Martha  wasn't  hard  to  look 

at  either — 
She  had  .   .  .  well  you  know  what  I 

mean. 

Martha  didn't  mind  ij  she  did. 

So  they  went  walking — in  the  snow. 

And  it  was  cold. 

They  didn't  mind  much. 

Martha  was  such  a  sweet  kid. 

The  snow  was  worn — 

Like  a  crushed  cigarette  package. 

It  wasn't  delicate  and  soft — like  yes- 
terday. 

Why  the  hell  hadn't  he  asked  Martha 
last  night? 

And  Martha  was  understanding  too — 
but  not  too  understanding . 


Martha  was  such  a  sweet  kid. 
Eskimos  rub  noses. 
Stars — and   moonlight   on   the    snow. 
"...  sweet  kid." 


It  snowed  the  next  morning. 

Snow  falls  hard  for  stuff  as  light  as 

snow. 
The  worn  spots  were  covered  up. 
It  was  delicate  and  soft — not 

crumpled. 

Maybe  that's  why  Tim  phoned  June. 
Of  course,  June  wasn't  hard  to  look 

at  either — 
You  know — 

June  simply   adored  walking   in  the 
snow  .  .  . 

And  it   always   melts   before  it   gets 
anyplace. 


It  was  already  dark,  and  the  nar- 
row Wilmette  bylane  was  seldom 
frequented  even  in  the  daytime.  The 
two  occupants  of  the  '32  coupe 
parked  at  the  side  of  the  road  were 
completely  oblivious  of  the  approach 
of  a  motorcycle  cop  until  the  beam 
of  a  flashlight  broke  the  peace. 
"What  are  you  doing  in  there?"  the 
officer  gruffly  demanded. 

"Nothing,"  came  the  imperturb- 
able masculine  retort. 

"Okay,  buddy,"  rejoined  the  im- 
peccable cop,  "you  come  out  and 
hold  the  flashlight!" 


Sing  a  song  of  six  bucks. 
Hip  flask  full  of  rye. 
Four  and  twenty  green  snakes 
Flying  through  the  sky. 

— Jester. 


"Are  you  troubled  with  improper 
thoughts?" 

"Naw;  I  enjoy  them." — Lampoon.. 


Talking  about  himself  was  dull. 

"Let's  talk  about  us." 

He    had    heard    that    someplace — or 

read  it. 
Martha  had  heard  it  before,  too. 
But  she   liked  it. 
Women  are  funny  that  way. 
Us — that  was  the  angle. 
Ananias  was  a  chump,  a  tongue-tied 

chump. 
Remember  the  punch-lines — you  can 

use  them  again 
And  again. 

The  wind  puffed  the  snow  carelessly 

up  the  street. 
It  was  restless  snow  anyhow. 
Hadn't  been  anyplace 
Wasn't  going  anyplace — 
Just  moving. 

••Us  ..." 

The  snow  glided  from  the  black  top 

to  the  white  below. 
Snow  falls  hard  for  stuff  as  light  as 

snow. 
But  it  never  busts  up  much. 
Just  lays  there. 
Then  the  wind  picks  it  up. 
And  then  it  has  to  fall  again, 
And  it  always   melts   before  it   gets 

anyplace. 

••D'jaever  fall  hard? 
.  .  .  D'jaever?" 


"Anybody  see  a  lion  go  this  way? 
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I  Shot  Hitler 


Continued  from  page  27 

and  find  out  all  I   could   concerning 
the  German  institution. 

The  wife  of  the  director  loved  to 
talk  and  answered  every  one  of  my 
questions  explicitly.  I  used  the  Dale 
Carnegie  system  of  praising  and  she 
became  so  flattered  that  she  asked 
Gerhard  and  me  to  stay  for  lunch.  I 
took  pictures  of  the  director,  his  wife, 
and  his  home  and  promised  to  send 
prints  to  them  when  I  got  back  to 
America. 

The  most  thrilling  experience  I 
have  ever  had  with  a  camera  was 
the  day  I  took  Hitler's  picture.  A 
group  of  Americans  were  making  a 
bus  tour  of  southern  Germany  and, 
upon  entering  Niirnburg,  we  saw 
that  the  city  was  decorated  with 
flags.  Hitler  was  in  town.  The  coun- 
selor who  was  with  us  said  that  he 
would  try  to  arrange  an  interview 
for  us  with  Hitler.  After  getting  to 
the  hotel  in  which  the  Fuhrer  was 
staying,  we  were  held  back  by  police. 
While  our  counselor  went  into  the 
hotel  to  arrange  for  the  interview, 
my  pal.  Bob,  and  I  pushed  our  way 
to  the  front  of  the  roped-ofi  crowd 
and  cocked  our  cameras  to  our  eyes. 
The  counselor  came  out  of  the  hotel 
and  motioned  with  his  arm.  Bob  and 
I  thought  that  it  was  a  signal  for  us 
to  go  in  to  see  Hitler  and  we  ducked 
under  the  rope  and  dashed  across 
the  street. 

At  that  very  moment  Hitler  walked 
out  of  the  hotel  and  the  crowd  surged 
up  behind  us.  Everybody  was  yell- 
ing "Heil  Hitler"  and  following  us 
to  Hitler's  car.  Since  Bob  and  I 
were  ahead  of  the  mob  we  were  the 
first  ones  to  be  thrown  back  by  the 
police.  However,  I  was  able  to  get 
a  picture  as  "the  savior"  stepped  in- 
to his  Mercedes.  Women  ran  to  him 
and  tried  to  touch  him,  or  rip  off  a 
button  from  his  coat,  but  before  the 
crowd  became  too  great  the  car 
sped  away. 

Because  I  lived  with  a  family  in 
Berlin,  most  of  my  interesting  pic- 
tures were  taken  at  Heyer's  home.  I 
photographed  the  family  as  they 
went  about  their  daily  life.  We 
would  have  coffee  and  cake  at  four 
every  afternoon,  and  oftentimes  went 
to  the  beer  gardens  in  the  early  eve- 
ning and  stayed  until  late.    The  Ger- 


A  BOX  OF  LIFE 
SAVERS  FOR 

THE  BEST 
WISECRACK! 


What  is  the  best  joke 
that  you  heard  on  the 
campus  this  week?  For 
the  best  line  submitted 
each  month,  there  will 
be  a  free  award  of  an 
attractive  cellophane- 
wrapped  assortment  of 
all  the  Life  Saver  Fla- 
vors. Jokes  will  be 
judged  by  the  editors 
of  this  publication. 


The  girls  turned  down  all  dates  with  Seth 
Because  of  his  unpleasant  breath. 

But  he  has  girls  by  dozens  since 
He  started  eating  Crvst-O-Mints. 


iinshms 


MORAL: 


Ever>h„dy'B  breath  ofTends  nov 
iiid  then.  Let  Life  Savers  sweet 
!n  and  refresh  your  breath  afte 


mans  love  their  outdoors  and  we 
often  went  into  the  country  on  pic- 
nics. No  matter  what  I  did  my  cam- 
era was  with  me.  The  lens  opened 
up  many  experiences  for  me  that  I 
would  never  have  found  if  it  had 
not  been  for  my  love  of  "getting  the 
picture." 

Three  years  have  passed  since  I 
photographed  Germany.  Much  has 
happened  in  that  short  time.  The  at- 
titude and  daily  life  of  the  people 
have  changed.  There  are  undoubted- 
ly many  new  and  different  pictures 
that  one  could  take  in  that  country 
today.  I  hope  that  after  this  present 
war,  when  Hitler  and  his  Nazi  gov- 
ernment are  thrown  out,  that  Ger- 
many wiU  go  back  to  its  old  charm- 
ing life. 


Rock  a  bye  baby 
On  the  tree  top. 
Don't  you  fall  out. 
It's  a  helluva  drop. 

— Sundial 


NORTHWESTERN 

plays  host  to  the  Big  Ten 
track  meet  next  month. 

Tom  MacMahon 

jumps  the  gun  and  makes  a 
few  predictions  about  the 
swift  sons  of  the  cinders  in 

APRIL 
PURPLE  PARROT 


Pa:  ''Well,  son,  how  are  your 
marks?" 

Son:  "They're  under  water." 

Pa:  "What  do  you  mean,  under 
water?" 

Son:  "Below  'C  level." 
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Sam  Smith:  Yes,  sir,  that  Liver- 
Kick  sure  is  powerful.  Best  stuff  we 
have  for  the  liver.  Make  ya  peppy. 

Customer:  Well,  can  you  give  me 
any  specified  references  —  I  mean 
somebody  who  has  taken  your  medi- 
cine with  good   results? 

Sam  Smith:  Well,  there  was  an  old 
man  living  next  to  me  who  took  this 
Liver-Kick  three  years. 

Customer:  Well,  does  it  help  him? 

Sam:  He  died  last  week. 

Customer:  Oh,  I  see. 

Sam:  But  they  had  to  beat  in  liver 
with  a  stick  for  three  days  after  he 
died  before  they  could  kill  it. 


It  seems  a  young  lady  visited  an 
insane  asylum,  and  while  making  the 
rounds  came  upon  a  young  man 
standing  in  a  room  completely  naked 
except  for  a  hat  perched  on  his  head. 

"For  goodness  sake,"  asked  the 
young  lady,"  why  are  you  naked  like 
that?  Why  aren't  you  wearing  any 
clothes?" 

"Oh,"  said  the  fellow  apologetic- 
ally, "I  don't  wear  clothes  because 
nobody  ever  comes  to  visit  me." 

"Why  are  you  wearing  the  hat 
then?"  she  asked. 

"Well,  somebody  might  come,"  he 
answered. 

— Ski-U-Mah. 


A  candidate  for  the  Evanston  police 
force  was  being  verbally  examined. 

"If  you  were  by  yourself  in  a  police 
car  and  were  pursued  by  a  desperate 
gang  of  criminals  in  another  car 
doing  forty  miles  an  hour  along  a 
lonely  road,  what  would  you  do?" 

The  candidate  looked  puzzled  for  a 
moment.    Then  he  replied:   "Fifty." 


An  agitator  was  addressing  a  band 
of  strikers. 

"Only  $12  a  week!"  he  cried.  "How 
can  a  man  be  a  Christian  on  $12  a 
week?" 

"How,"  yelled  a  voice,  "can  he  be 
anything  else?" 


He  was  in  Chem  lab  and  the  prof 
was  explaining  certain  reactions  to 
him;  "This  liquid  turns  blue  if  your 
unknown  is  basic,  and  it  turns  red  if 
your  unknown  is  acid." 

"Sorry    sir,    but    I'm    color-blind," 
apologized     the     brain-trust.     "Have 
you   anything  with  bells  on  it?" 
— Pointer. 

M      Si      M 
Gent  from  West:  "Waiter,  take  this 
steak  out  and  have  it  cooked." 

Eastern  Waiter:  "But,  sir,  that 
steak  is  cooked." 

Gent  from  West:  "Cooked!  I've 
seen  a  cow  hurt  worse  than  that  get 
well  again." 

— Carolina    Buccaneer. 


A  simple  countryman  saw  a  gaudy- 
plumaged  parrot  on  the  roof  of  his 
cottage. 

He  climbed  to  capture  it. 

The  parrot  looked  at  him  and  said 
sharply,  "What  do  you  want?" 

The  countryman  touched  his  cap, 
"Beg  pardon,  sir.  I  thought  you  was  a 
bird." 


this 


very     small 


"Waiter, 

steak." 

"Yas,  suh,  ah  spects  it  is." 
"And  it's  very,  very  tough." 
"Den  it's  suttinly  lucky  it's  small, 

ain't  it,  suh?" 


Diner  to  Headwaiter:  "By  the  way, 
did  that  fellow  who  took  our  order 
leave  any  family?" 

— Duke  n'  Duchess. 

t&     m,     m. 

The  Lynx  in  the  summer 
He  Stynx. 


''Quit  your  shoving,  you  big  bum!'^ 
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FROM    THE    MEN   S    STORE 


Caudle r  V U 


ewS 


From  our  Top  piece  depar+ment  —  Crowns  are 
lower,  brims  are  wider;  the  tropical  puggree  band 
makes  its  bow  on  felt  hats;  and  new  rich  colors, 
brick,  shanghai,  aluminum,  give  sparkle  and  zest 
to  a  Spring  turnout. 


THE  POINTER;  a  bound  edge  felt  with  new  lower 
brinn,  wider  crown.  In  brick,  meadow  haze,  shanghai, 
chrome,    spray,    azure    $5 

THE  "ST.  JAMES"  by  Tilford,  with  hand  stitched  edge, 
lower  crown,  and  wider  brim.  Chrome,  aluminum, 
corona,  cocoa,  Crispin   $7.50 

"SKOKIE"  by  Dobbs  with  hand  felted  cavanaugh  edge. 
New  lower  crown,  wider  brim  shape.  Frost  Grey,  West 
Point  Grey,  Park  Brown,  Blue  Grass  Green $10 

Men's  Hats,  First  Floor 


Carson  Pirie  Scott  &  Co. 


I  GET 


**"^tAVOlt 


m  slower-burning 
Camels/ says  Bill  Corurn^ 


BILL  CORUM'S  sports  news  isn't 
just  printed  .  .  .  it's  sprinted  ...  at 
lightning  speed  from  press-box  to  press 
and  the  Five-Star  Final.  But  when  the 
candid  camera  catches  Bill  in  his  office 
with  a  cigarette— well,  "No  speed  for 
me  in  my  smoking,"  he  says. 

His  own  common  sense  and  experi- 
ence tell  him  what  scientists  have  found 
out  in  their  research  laboratories— that 
"slow-burning  cigarettes  are  extra  mild, 
extra  cool,  fragrant,  and  flavorful." 


Cigarettes  that  burn  fast  just  naturally 
burn  hot.  And  nothing  so  surely  wrecks 
the  delicate  elements  of  flavor  and  fra- 
grance as  excess  heat.  No  wonder  you 
get  a  hot,  flat,  unsatisfactory  smoke. 

The  delightful  mildness,  coolness, 
fragrance,  and  flavor  of  Camels  are  ex- 
plained by  this  important  finding  — 
Camels  proved  to  be  the  slowest-hum- 
ing  cigarette  of  the  sixteen  largest-sell- 
ing brands  tested!  (The  panel  at  the 
right  explains  the  test.) 


LIGHTNING-FAST  in 
the  press-box.  Why,  Bill 
Corum's  been  known  to 
file  3,000  words  of  siz- 
zling copy  during  a  sin- 
gle big  sports  event.  But 
no  speed  for  him  in  his 
smoking  —  slower-burn- 
ing Camels  are  Bill 
Corum's  cigarette. 


And  here's  Bill  at  work 
in  the  quiet  of  his  office. 
Bill  typewriter... books 
pictures. ..and  Camels 
—  t/oii -burning  Camels. 
1  find  them  milder  and 
cooler  —  and  thriftier," 
he  says. 


In  recent  laboratory  tests,  CAMELS 
burned  25%  slower  than  the  aver- 
age of  the  15  other  of  the  largest- 
selling  brands  tested— slower  than 
any  of  them.  That  means,  on  the 
average,  a  smoking  plus  equal  to 


5  EXTRA 
SMOKES 

PER 
PACK! 


MORE  PLEASURE  PER  PUFF... MORE  PUFFS  PER  PACK! 


